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ADVERTISEMENT  TO  VOLUME  FIFTH. 


In  undertaking  the  present  work,  the  Editors  did  not  anticipate  that  it  would 
occupy  more  than  Three  Volumes ;  but,  as  they  proceeded,  the  materials  increased 
upon  their  hands,  and,  from  their  copiousness  and  value,  they  were  induced  so  far 
to  depart  from  their  original  design  as  to  publish  a  Supplementary  Volume.  To 
a  similar  cause,  joined  with  the  flattering  manner  in  which  the  previous  Volumes 
have  been  received  by  the  public,  the  Fifth  Volume  of  the  Scotish  Minstrel  now 
owes  its  appearance.    They  regret  however  to  say,  that  even  this  addition,  not- 
withstanding the  pains  they  have  taken  in  selection,  does  not  embrace  all  they 
could  wish  to  preserve  of  their  collected  materials.  To  fulfil  their  own  wishes  in  this 
respect,  and  at  the  same  time  to  give  the  public  the  most  ample  and  best  collection  of 
Scotish  Song  Melodies  yet  extant,  another  Volume  would  still  be  necessary.  Pro- 
bably, at  some  future  period,  they  may  resume  their  labours,  with  the  view  of 
accomplishing  this  desirable  object ;  and  they  have  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of 
success,  from  the  powerful  co-operation  and  assistance  they  have  been  promised 
by  Mr  Smith  and  others  of  their  best  friends. 

In  this  and  the  preceding  Volumes  will  be  found  many  little  airs  and  fragments 
of  song  which  have  been  collected  with  incredible  industry  in  various  parts  of 
Scotland,  and  which  are  now,  for  the  first  time,  given  to  the  public  in  a  shape  less 
perishable  than  that  of  oral  tradition. 

With  regard  to  their  own  opinion  of  the  intrinsic  merit  of  these  genuine  relics 
of  ages  long  passed  away,  the  Editors  have  nothing  to  add  to  what  they  have 
already  expressed  in  the  Preface  to  the  First  Volume.  They  flatter  themselves, 
however,  that  many  who  cannot  estimate  the  pains  taken  in  recovering  these  pure 
effusions  of  nature,  may  yet  relish  the  beautiful,  simple,  and  unaffected  pathos 
which  pervades  them.  It  would  be  unjust,  were  they  in  this  place  to  omit  men- 
tioning how  much  they  have  been  indebted  to  Mr  Smith  for  his  indefatigable 
exertions  in  collecting  many  of  the  airs  and  ballads  in  question  ;  and  they  take  the 
liberty  of  extracting  a  few  sentences  from  one  of  his  letters  on  the  subject,  which, 
more  than  any  thing  they  themselves  can  say,  will  evince  the  share  he  has  had  in 
enriching  the  work,  and  the  part  he  has  uniformly  taken  in  promoting  its  best 
interests. 

"  With  reference  to  many  of  the  Jacobite  songs  I  have  occasionally  sent  you,  I 
"  formerly  mentioned  that  the  greater  number  was  faithfully  noted  from  the 
"  singing  and  recitation  of  Alister  M 'Alpine,  a  very  old  man  who  lived  in  the 
"  neighbourhood  of  Kilbarchan.  I  am  truly  sorry  to  inform  you,  that  death  has 
"  now  deprived  me  of  that  almost  exhaustless  fund  of  song.  Poor  Alister  died  in 
"  winter  last.  The  retentiveness  of  his  memory,  for  one  of  such  advanced  years, 
"  was  truly  astonishing ;  and  the  enthusiasm  and  sincerity  of  feeling  with  which 
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"  he  sung  these  old  snatches  in  favour  of  the  '  Rightful  King,'  as  he  was  wont  to 
"  call  the  unfortunate  Chevalier,  seldom  failed  of  awakening  a  sympathetic  chord 
"  in  the  bosom  of  the  hearer. — Several  of  the  Highland  melodies,  which  I  believe 
"  have  never  been  printed,  were  obtained  from  various  sources ; — some  are  the 
"  fruits  of  my  own  peregrinations  through  different  parts  of  the  Western  High- 
"  lands ; — and  others  have  been  sent  to  me  by  musical  friends  with  whom  I  have 
"  been  in  habits  of  correspondence  for  some  time  past.  Among  those  to  whom  I 
"  am  indebted  for  some  of  the  finest  airs  in  the  collection,  I  cannot  help  mention- 
"  ing  Mr  Alan  Ker,  jun.  of  Greenock,  and  Mr  John  Malcolm  of  Dunfermline. 
"  Both  of  these  gentlemen  have,  by  their  industrious  research  and  enthusiastic 
"  ardour,  happily  succeeded  in  rescuing  many  a  perishable  memorial  of  forgotten 
"  song. 

<c  Of  the  songs  and  melodies  which  will  appear  in  the  Fifth  Volume,  several 
"  were  taken  down  literally  from  the  singing,  or  crooning,  of  Janet  Gillespie,  an 
"  old  woman  yet  living  in  the  parish  of  Kilmalcolm.  One  of  these  I  may  parti- 
"  cularize,  namely,  '  The  Covenanter's  Lament,1  as  being,  in  my  opinion,  an  ex- 
"  cellent  song  of  its  kind.  The  words  to  which  the  melody  is  allied  do  not  seem 
"  of  any  antiquity,  but  they  are  as  I  received  them  : — the  last  stanza  certainly 
"  contains  a  pretty  sprinkling  of  real  poetry: 

'  The  martyrs'  hill's  forsaken, 

'  In  simmer's  dusk  sae  calm, 
'  There's  nae  gathering  now,  lassie, 

'  To  sing  the  e'ening  psalm  ; 
'  But  the  martyr's  grave  will  rise,  lassie, 

'  Aboon  the  warrior's  cairn, 
'An'  the  martyr  soun'  will  sleep,  lassie, 

'  Aneath  the  waving  fern.' 

"  I  have  many  other  pieces  yet  in  my  possession,  which,  if  ever  the  work  should 
"  embrace  a  Sixth  Volume,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  you  will  find  as  inter- 
"  esting  as  any  yet  given." 

Thus  far  have  we  ventured  to  account  for  the  number  of  little  airs  interspersed 
through  this  collection,  which  have  been  gleaned  from  many  various  sources  with 
the  greatest  fidelity,  and  which  are  now  published,  for  the  first  time,  in  the  fond 
hope  of  thereby  contributing  no  inconsiderable  addition  to  the  melody  of  Cale- 
donia. 

As  to  the  standard  airs  in  this  collection,  the  Editors  have  invariably  preferred 
the  sets  that  appeared  to  them  to  be  the  most  original  and  unmixed,  and  that  in 
no  instance  have  they  ventured  {partly)  to  compose  them,  as  has  been  lately  done 
by  some,  who  have  had  the  presumption  to  give  their  own  garbled  sets  of  well- 
known  Scotish  melodies,  and  thereby  to  rob  the  music  of  those  strong  traits  of 
national  character  which  constitute  its  principal  charm. 
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Ae  morn  last  owk,  as  I  gaed  out,  John  Hamilton, — — The  Rantin'  Highlandman,   21 

Alace  !  I  vyte  zour  twa  fair  eyne,  Unknown,*.  The  twa  fair  Eyne,~~~ —  40 

Amid  Loch  Katrine's  scenery  wild,  J.  B.,  The  Boatman,   76 

A  moment  pause,  ye  British  fair,  Unknown, — .  — Tell  me,  Jessy,   26 

As  I  came  down  the  Cano'gate,  Ditto,  —Merry  may  the  Keel  row,  74 

As  I  came  o'er  the  caimey  mount,  Ditto,  As  I  came  o'er  the  Cairny  Mount,  ~~  92 

Bonnie  ran  the  burnie  down,.  Ditto,  —   Caudor  Fair, — — — .  ,  ~~  64 

Cauld  blaws  the  win',  Ditto,  ,  The  forsaken  Mither,  102 

Chaunt  no  more  thy  roundelay,   Robert  Allan,~~~~~~ JVl'Gilchrist's  Lament,  -~  ~~ — -  42 

Come  along,  my  brave  clans,  ■  Unknown,  — M 'Donald's  Gathering,  ~.  ~~ —  44 

Come,  gie's  a  sang,  Montgomery  cried,~~Rev.  John  5A,mner,~~Tullochgorum,   18 

Come  o'er  the  stream,  Charlie,  James  Hogg,  -Gaelic  Air,  54 

Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat?  Robert  Burns,  ~~~~~~The  Dumfries  Volunteers,  102 

Farewell,  0  sweet  hope,~~-~~~~-~~~~ — ..Unknown,  Gaelic  Air,  — .   78 

Farewell  to  Glenshalloch,  James  Hogg,  Bodhan  an  Eassain,  ,  9 

Far  from  the  giddy  court  of  mirth,  Robert  Tannahill,  Mrs  Hamilton  of  Wishaw,   90 

For  mony  lang  years,  Unknown,  Kellyburn  Braes,~~~~  50 

From  the  climes  of  the  sun,.  Ditto,  The  Highlander,  ~~  53 

Go,  Cleveland,  from  thy  Minna  go,  John  Goldie,  Zetland  Melody,   62 

Hae  ye  seen,  at  dawn  o'  morning,   ~~William  Chalmers,  Crowdy,   82 

Hard  is  the  fate  of  him  who  loves,™-™ — Unknown,  Hard  is  the  fate,  &c.   8 

Hee  balow,  my  sweet  wee  Donald,  Ditto,  —Gaelic  Air,   79 

Her  hair  was  like  the  Cromla  mist,  Robert  Allan,  Morna,   60 

Hey  the  bonny,  0  the  bonny  breast-knotSj-C/Vi/oiowrt,  The  bonny  Breast-knots,    2 

Hie  upon  Hielands,  Ditto,  Bonnie  George  Campbell,   50 

How  sweet  the  rose  blaws,  Ditto, .  Broom  blooms  bonnie,   6 
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I  am  a  young  man,  ———.„—.  Unknown,  -.—.What  de  ye  think  I  sud  do,— .— .  98 

I  coft  a  stane  o'  haslock  woo,  — ~  Ditto,  „  The  cardin'  o't,   68 

If  ye  ever  rejoiced  in  the  sweets  0'  a  hame,-.Dt'«o,  A  puir  mitherless  Wean,   14 

I  have  said,  fare-thee-well  before,  II.  Ainslie,  Farewell  to  Scotia,   80 

It  is  night,  I  am  alone, — .  Ossian,  —  Song  of  Selma,  -,  -   ■    66 

It's  a'  wae  wi'  Scotland,—  „  Unknown,  It's  a'  wae  wi'  Scotland,—™™   46 

It's  rare  to  see  the  morning  bleeze,  II.  Ainslie,~~  -  The  Ingleside,  „ .   96 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  king,—  Unknown,  It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  King,   87 

Jockey's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss,  — ~~~~~~~Robert  Burns,  Jockey's  Farewell,-  —  25 

Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks,  Ditto,  Rothiemurchus'  Rant,  —   3(i 

Let  the  lily  of  France  in  luxuriance  wave,~Unknoivn,  The  Thistle,  1 3 

Long  have  I  pined  for  thee,—  ,  James  Hogg,  The  Hill  of  Lochiel,  12 

March,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale  ! — Sir  Walter  Scott, — —.Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border,  — .  10 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean,  Robert  Burns,  — — —Gaelic  Air,  ,  37 

My  daddy  is  a  canker'd  carle,  Unknown,  Low  down  in  the  Broom,   1 

My  love  built  me  a  bonnie  bow'r,..  Ditto,  — —  — — The  Border  Widow's  Lament,   73 

My  love  she's  but  a  lassie,  —~ Ditto,  —  — .My  Love  she's  but  a  Lassie,  106 

My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form,  Robert  Burns, ~.  My  Peggy's  face,  ^.  69 

Now  bank  an'  brae  are  claithed  in  green,~Ditto,  —Gaelic  Air  93 

Now,  Mary,  now  the  struggle's  o'er,  Unknown,  Ditto,  — — — ■.  78 

O,  bonnie  lass,  come  over  the  burn,  — — .Ditto, — »  —  Gin  ye'll  come,  Dawtie,  34 

O  cam  ye,  friend,  across  the  hill,-  —™. IP?7fta?ra  Chalmers,  Days  of  Yore,  —  72 

O  check,  my  love,  the  falling  tear,  John  Sim,  . — „  Jock  o'  Hazeldean,„  .  90 

O  cherub  content,  —————.  ~~~Thomas  Campbell,  O  Cherub  Content,   46 

()  dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  —  ,  Unknown,^.  0  dinna  think,  bonnie  Lassie,   34 

Oh,  Nancy's  hair  is  yellow  like  gowd,  Ditto,  Border  Melody,  —  22 

O,  lassie,  ye  maun  lo'e  me  weel,.  Robert  Allan,...   Mr  J.  Bum's  Fancy,  97 

O  let  us  leave  the  town,  my  love,   Mercer,  Yarrow  Stream,  —  45 

O  leeze  me  on  the  bonnie  lass,  „~—  Robert  Allan,  Hodgart's  Delight,  ,  48 

O,  Mary,  ye's  be  clad  in  silk,  Unknown,~~~  .I'll  lay  me  down  and  die,  105 

O,  Mally's  meek,  Mally's  sweet,—.  Robert  Burns, — -  O  Mally's  meek,  —   57 

On  the  airy  Bennevis,  — — — .  ~~Sunny,  .  Cadil  gu  lo,  ~  — —  42 

O  sad  and  heavy  should  I  part,  « — Robert  Burns,  Sae  far  awa,  49 

O  stop  na,  bonnie  bird,  that  strain,  ^.Unknown,  Kinloch  of  Kinloch,  85 

O!  the  years  when  young  crealion,  William  Sangster,  „Crowdy,  —  83 
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O,  thou  lov'd  country,  —  Unknown, — 

0  whare  gang  ye,  thou  silly  auld  cai\e,~~Ditto,  -~  

O  wha  will  dry  the  dreeping  tear,  -.  Ditto, . 

0  where,  and  0  where,  —Ditto, 

O  where,  and  O  where,  — — - — ~~~Ditto,  — -~ 

O  where  shall  I  gae  seek  my  bread?  — —  James  Ho/, 
O  we  aft  hae  meet  at  e'en, — ~  ,  John  Sim, 


-Queen  Mary's  Farewell, 
-Auld  Maggy  Sharp, 
-Lass  o'  Livingstone,. 
-Blue  Bells  of  Scotland,. 

 Ditto,— 

 Highlander's  Farewell,. 

-The  Souter, 
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Put  the  gown  upon  the  bishop,. 


.Unknown,. 


-Put  the  Gown  upon  the  Bishop,— ~.  70 


Red  gleams  the  sun  on  yon  hill  tap,  Dr  Couper,  -„~— „Niel  Gow,-. 

Red,  red  is  the  path  to  glory,  , — Ditto,  Gaelic  Air, . 


62 
84 


Saftly  the  gentle  breeze,  John  Anderson, . 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure,  ~~~Richard  Gall, — 


-Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border,--   11 

-Scenes  of  Woe,  29 


The  boat  rides  south  o'  Ailsa  Craig,  H.  Anslie,~ 

The  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw,  ,~Allan  Ramsay,  — 

The  de'il  came  fiddlin'  thro'  the  town,  Robert  Burns,  

The  heath-cock  craw'd  o'er  muir  and  dale, ~Nicholson,  

The  lovely  lass  of  Inverness,.. — ,  —Robert  Burns,  

The  midges  dance  aboon  the  burn,  Robert  Tannahill, . 

The  primrose  is  bonnie  in  spring,  Robert  Allan, — — 

There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle,  Robert,  Burns,  

There's  nae  covenant  now,  lassie,  Unknown,. 

The  standard  on  the  braes  o'  Mar, — —  Sunny, . 

The  sun  in  the  west  fa's  to  rest,  Ditto, 

The  sun  is  setting  on  sweet  Glengary,  Ditto, 

The  sun  blinks  sweetly  on  yon  shaw, — —.Robert  Allan,. 
The  wandering  exile,  doom'd  to  roam,  —  Unknown,. 

They  lighted  a  taper,  Thomas  Campbell,. 

Thro'  Cruikston  Castle's  lonely's  wa's,  R.  Tannahill,  

Thus  let  the  varied  seasons  pass,   ^Robert  Allan,  


-The  Lads  o'  Lendalfit,. 
-Highland  Laddie, 
-The  De'il's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman,. 
-0,  are  you  sleeping,  Maggy,  — ™~ 
-Drumosir  Muir,   


-The  Shepherd's  Son,, 

-The  Banks  of  Eswal,  .  ,„, 

~0  gin  ye  were  dead,  Gudeman, . 
-The  Martyr's  Grave, 
.The  Braes  o'  Mar,  


-The  Sun  in  the  west  fa's  to  rest, 
-Flowers  are  Fair,  —  


-Hey  the  rantin'  Murrays'  Ha', . 
-Logan  Burn,-™  „.  . 


'Twas  summer  tide,  the  cushat  sang,  John  Grieve, . 


-Dirge  of  Sir  William  Wallace, 

—Cruikston  Castle,  

—Dumfries  House,  -  

— Polwart  on  the  Green,  „ 
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Was  ever  heart  so  fairly  ta'en,  

We'll  meet  beside*  the  dusky  glen, 

Wha  wadna  be  in  love,  „. 

When  the  days  they  are  lang,  


^.Unknown,  

—Robert  Tannahill, 

—  Unknown,  

—Ditto,  


When  the  sun  gaes  o'er  the  hill  at  e'en,  Ditto,. 


-My  Love  she's  but  a  Lassie,- 

-The  Brier  Bush,  

-Maggy  Lauder, .  ™. 


-The  Days  they  are  lang, 
-Camcronian  Fragment,  
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  56 

  70 
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When  war  had  broke  in,  ~~~  Miss  Blamire,  The  Days  of  Langsyne,  24 

When  we  twa  parted,  Unknoivn,  When  Januar'  winds,  &c.  .  ^.  26 

Where  cart  rins  rowing  to  the  sea,  Robert  Burns,  .  The  Weaver's  March,..,.  .   52 

Ye  bonnie  haughs  and  heather  braes,  Unknown,  The  Scotish  Exile's  Lament,  77 

Ye'U  a'  hae  heard  tell  o'  Rob  Roryson,  — Ditto,  Rob  Roryson's  Bonnet,  74 

Ye  sunny  braes  that  skirt  the  Clyde,  ~« — Robert  Tannahill, —  ~  .  — — ,  6 
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Alack,  my  sad  heart,  David  Tough,  The  Black-haired  Laddie,   14 

Although  his  back  be  at  the  wa',  Unknown,  Here's  his  Health  in  Water,  30 

Amang  the  birks  sae  blithe  and  gay,  T.  M.  Cunningham, -The  Lass  amang  the  Brakens,  -  29 

And  must  I  leave  my  native  isle,  James  Hogg,  , — General  Robertson  of  Lawers,  21 

An'  O  for  ane  and  twenty,  Tarn  '  —  Burns,  The  Moudiewort,-,. — ™—   92 

A  stately  ship  is  on  the  sea,—-.  .Unknown,  The  Royal  Sapling,  54 

At  Willit's  wedding  on  the  green,  Sir  A.  Boswell,  -Jenny  dang  the  Weaver,  „  84 

Away,  away,  from  the  deadly  shore,  Robert  Allan,  The  Rocks  of  Kintyre,-  —   72 

Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ——Lore?  Byron,  Loch-na-gar,  —  38 

Baloo,  baloo,  my  wee  wee  thing,  Richard  Gall,  Scottish  Lullaby,  — —  93 

Bess  is  young,  and  Bess  is  fair,—,  Unknown,  Bess  the  Gawkie,. —  86 

Bonnie  Clouden,  as  ye  wander,  T.  M.  Cunningham,~Gae\xc  Air,  9 

Can  ye  lo'e,  my  dear  lassie,  ~H.  Ainslie,  On  wi'  the  Tartan,  6'S 

Could  aught  of  song  declare  my  pains,  Burns,  O,  Mary,  how  I  love  thee,   66 

CuUoden,  on  thy  swarthy  brow,  -John  Grieve,  Fingal's  Lament,  34 

Dark  lours  the  night,  — — —  Alexander  Wilson,  — Connel  and  Flora,   76 

Declare,  ye  banks  of  Helicon,  Unknown,  Banks  of  Helicon,  „  98 

Eh,  quo'  the  tod,  'tis  a  braw  light  night,_ZWfo,  The  Tod,—  »  .  94 

Fare  thee  well,  my  native  cot,.  James  Hogg,  Emigrant's  Adieu,  45 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  Burns,~~~  — Oran-an-aoig,  ,  13 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  Dido,  «— Afton  Water,  .  16 

Fly  we  to  some  desert  isle,  Tannahill,  —  Gaelic  Air,  46 

Go  to  Berwick,  Johnnie,  John  Hamilton,  Go  to  Berwick,  Johnnie,  80 

Hark  !  the  horn  !  From  the  Gaelic,  Brigus  mhic  ruaridh, — — —  60 

— -  Here  awa,  there  awa,  Burns,  -         Wandering  Willie,—.  —  49 
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How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night, ——Burns,—  —Gaelic  Air  70 

I'll  drink  a  health  to  Charlie, ...  ~.  Unknown,  John  Blunt,       ....  g 

I'll  lay  me  on  the  wintry  lea,  Tannahill,  Waly,  Waly  (old  Set),~  98 

I'll  o'er  the  muir  to  Maggy,  0,  John  Anderson,  I'll  o'er  the  Muir  to  Maggy,  0,-   34 

In  far-distant  climes,  Unknown,-,  Good-morrow,  fair  Mistress,  — _   74 

In  Scotland  there  lived  a  humble  beggar,~Ditto,  The  Beggar,  — —   94, 

I  stood  on  the  spot,  Dr  Wm.  Craig,  ——The  Wreath,^.  .  .   .  82 

It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonnie  face, — ~ —  Bums,.-  It  is  na,  ■Tp?inJ     2 

It's  dowie  in  the  hint  o'  hairst,  H.  Ainslie,  Gaelic  Air,  .   .  36 

It's  wae  wi'  me  when  the  sun  gaes  Aown,~Unknown,  The  aged  Chieftain's  Lament,  .   53 

I've  seen  the  lily  of  the  wold,  — — w — John  Grieve,  — Gowd  in  (^nwpins^.  .  .,rrj,r„      ,    ,  iq% 
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DADDT    IS   A    CA.YKF.R'D  CABLE. 

Air*  L'lw'dpwn  in  'he  broom. 
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My  daddY-isi  a    canker'd    carle,  He'll    one  'wine  wi'  his  gear.  My 


r 

min_ny    she's     a     scold  _ing     wife      Hands     a'    the     house      a  —  steer;  But 
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...iting  on   mc;  For  he's  low  down,  he's   in    the  broom,  That's  waiting  on  mc 


My    auntie  Kate  sits   at    her  wheel. 
And   sair  she   lightlies  me; 

Rot    weel    ken    I    it\    a'  envy, 
For    ne'er    a    jo    I, as  she. 
Rot    let    them,  Arc. 


My  cousin    Kate  was  sair  heguild 
Wi*  Johnny   i'  the  gl<  n; 

Ami  aye  sinsynr,  she  cries  'Beware 
Of  false  deluding  men." 
But    let    them,  A-<  . 


Glced   Sand)   he  came  west  ac  night. 

And    sjncr'd   when   I   saw  P.iic; 
And    aye  sinsyne  ihe  ncighlxtnrs  round. 
They  jeer  me  ear*  and  late.- 
Bin    let    them,  Arc. 
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were      they      a',     When  fh 
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(heir      breast  _  knots  , 


At  nine  o* clock  the  lads  coiiveen, 
Some  dad  in  blue,  some  clad  in  green, 
W5»  glancing  buckles  in  tlieir  sheen. 
And  flowers  upon  their  waistcoats. 
Hey  the  bonny,  &c. 


Sync  forth  they  fritt  a»  wi»  a  loop, 
Ocr  creels,  and  deals  and  a'd'd  <  oop, 
Cry'd   for  a    spring  to  raise  their  houp, 
Tlie  hridc  she  sought  the  breast— knot. 
Hey  the  honny,  See. 


Forth  <  nnie  llic  wives  a*wi'  a  phrase, 
And  wish'd  die  lassie  happy  days, 
And  muck  I  c  thought  they  o'  her  claise, 
And  'specially  the  breast— knots 
Hey  the  bonny,  &c. 


Fan  (hey  fy'l  wp  their  marriage  hand, 
At  the  bridegroom's  they  neist  did  land, 
Forth  cam  aald  Madge  wi*  her  split  maun. 
And  bread  and  cheese  a  hist  <?t . 

Hey  the  bonny,  ire .  <■ 


Next,  d<m  n  (heir  breakfast  if  was  set, 
Some  barley— lippics  of  milk-meat, 
It  leiped  them, it  was  sae  het, 
As   soon  as   they  olid  taste  o't . 
Hey  the  bonny,  <fec. 


She  took  a  quarter  and  a  third, 
And  on  the  bride's  head  gae  a  gird, 
Till    farls  flew  athort  the  yird, 
And  parted  round  (lie  rest  c?t« 
Hey  (he  bonny,  &<■  . 


When  ilka    ane  had  claw'd  (heir  plate, 
The  piper  lad  he  looked  Mate; 
Alfho'  (hey  said, that  he  should  eat, 
I  trow,  he  lost  the  best  of . 
Hey  the  bonny,  See . 


The  bride  then  by  the  luml  they  te>ok, 
Twice,  thrice  they  led  her  round  the  crook; 
Sonic  said,  goodwife, we<  1  mat  ye  brook, 
And  some  great  count  they  cast  not. 
Hey  f  he  bonn}  ,  Sec , 


A'  ran  fo  kilns  and  b^rns  in  ranks, 
Some  sat  on  deals,  and  some  on  planks, 
Tlie  piper  lad  stood  on  his  shanks, 
Ami  dirleri  up  the  breast— knot . 

Hey  (he  bonny,  See. 


I. 


polwarT  o.jv  The  gref.jt. 


'Twas  summer  tide,  the  Cushat  sang    His  amorous  r»iun_de_lay,  An1 


dews, like  dus_terd    dia_monds,  hung"    On   CJoWr    and    leaf_y    spray.  The 
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l  ov.er- let   of  ^'loam  —  in'  tjrev    On    ev  -  ry    thing     -w  as      seen,  'When 


lads    and    las_ses     took    their     way     To     Pol  _  wart     on     the  green. 
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The    spirit —moving   dance    went  on, 

An<l    harmless  revelry 
Of  young   hearts    all   in  unison 
Wi'  love's    soft  witeherie; 

Their   ha'  the   open  daisied  lea,   

While,  frae  the   welkin  sheen. 
The  moon  shone  hrightly   in    the  glee 
At  Pol  wart  on.   the  green. 


Dark   ten    and    raven   4'Urls    nrr  there, 

And    checks    o'  rosy  hue, 
Ami    finer    forms   without  compare 

Than  pencil  ever  drew; 
But   ane  wi*  een        honnie  hlue, 

A1  hearts   confest  the  queen 
And    pride  o'  grace  and   beauty  too. 

At  Polwart  on   the  green. 


E 


The  miser  hoards   his  gouden  store, 

And   kings    dominion  gain; 
While  others  in   the  battle's  roar 

For  honour?!   gewgaws  strain. 
Avaunt,  such    pleasures!  false   and  vain 

Far  dearer    mine    has  -  been  I, 
Among  the   lov.lv  rural  train 

At    Polwart   on   tlie  green. 


THF.RF.   h\4S  A    LAD    h\4S  BOR»V  K\LF. 

Air,  O  yin  ye  were  dead  G-udemau. 


There  was   a  lad   was-   born  in  Kyle,  But  wtut-na  day,  «r  w|jat-«j 


style,  I  doubt  its  hard -ly  worth  the  white  T<«   he  sae   nil  e  ui'  Ro.hin  .  FV»r 
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Rn.bin     was     a     ro  _  vin     hoy,      A     ran  -  tin      ro._vin,    ran— tin     ro»  vtn; 


Our  monarches    hindmafst  year,  hut  anc 
Was  five  and  twenty  days  begun; 
'Twjs  (hen  a   blast  b'  Jaiiwar  win' 
Blc\s  hansel  in  on  Robin, 
For  Rohin,  &<<.  . 

The  gossip  keekit  in   his  I  oof; 
Quo'  scho'^wha  licves  will  see  the  proof, 
This  waly  hoy  will   he  nae  <<.ol, 
I  think  we'll  ta'  him  Rohin. 
For  Robin, &<• 

'Hell  hac  miefnrtunea  u'reat  and  mnal 

Hut  ay  a  heart   ahoon  thim  a"; 
Hell  be  a  credit    till    us  a'; 
We'll  a'  he  proud   r>»  RohinV 
For  Rohin, &d 


RED  IS  'f  HE  ROSE  . 4 *YD  fJO,V«\"/E,  O. 

Air,  Broom  bloom*  honnie. 
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How  sweet  tlic  rose  hlaws,  it  fade*  and  it  fa's;    Red  is  the  rose  and 
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linn  -  nie    O :       It     bang's     t/i     my     mind    wliat     my       dear       John  _  nie 


SS3 


was;   Sri'  bloom'd,  so    cut      oil     was       my      John  —  nie,  O 
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Now  pe.o  e  's  retiirnd,  but    nae  joy  brings   to  me; 

Red   is    1  lie  rose  and    bonnie,  O: 
For  cold   is   his   cheek,  and  clos'd   is  his  e'e. 

And   nae  mair  beats    the  heart  o*  my  Johnnie,  O. 

Ah!  why  did  he  .love  me,  and  leave  these  sweet  plains; 

Red  is  the  rose  and  bonnie,  O: 
Where  smiling-  contentment  and  peace  ever  reig"ns, 

But   they'll   ne'er   bloom    again  tor  my  Johnnie,  O. 

N01   to  me  will  their  beauties  e'er  pleasure  impart; 

Red   is   the   rose   and    bonnie,  O: 
Knr  sunk  is   my  spirits,  and   broken  my  heart; 

S".,n  l'||    meet  ne'er  to  part  frae   my  Johnnie,  O. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  LEVERJV  SIDE, 


iPPPPP 


Ye  sun-ny  bracs,lhat  skirt  the  Clyde  Wi'  summer  flowVs  sac  draw,  There's 


aye    it    irlroops    its    head    in    wae,    Re-gard-less   n*    the     sun.,ny    ray,  And 


astes  its    sweets,  frae    dav     to     day*     Be- side      the     lane—  ly      sliaw;  Wi' 


ane—lv  sluw; 


leaves    a'   steev'd    in   sorrows    dew,    Faiise,  cruel  '  man-,   it    seems  Jo    rue,  Wha 


Thou    honnic   flow'r   on    Levern  side, 

O  gin  thouMt   »>c  hut  mine! 
Ill  tend  thee  v»i*  a   lover's  pride, 

Wi1  love  that    ne'er  shall  tine. 
Ill   take  thee    to    my   shcltVi'ng  how'r. 
And   shield   thee  Irae  the   heating-  sImhu; 
Unharm'd   hy  ought,  ihou'lt    (doom  secure 

Frae  a'  the  Masis  that  hlaw. 
Thy   (harms   surpass  the   crimson  dye 
Thai   streaks   the  glowing  western  sk>; 
But   here,  unshaded,  soon  thou'lt  die, 

And   lane  will  he  thy  fa\ 


II A  ED  IS  1HE  FA'l'K  OF  HIM  WHO  LOTFS, 
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Hard  is  llic  tate  of  liim  m  Imi  loves.  Yet  dares  not   tell   liis  tremh-ling 
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m 


when  she  bless_es   next  y« 
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flowLry  traits    a_|o»<r  me^it,  In   fresh— er  ma_zes    o'er    tlie  green 
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Ye  gentle  spirits  of  the  vale, 

To  Whom  the  tears  of  love  are  dear, 
From  dying  lilies  wait   a  gale, 

Ann  sigh   my  sorrows  in  her  ear. 
Oh!  tell   her,  what  she  cannot  blame, 

Tim'  fear  my  tongue  must  ever  bind; 
Oh!  tell  her,  that   my  virtuous  flame 

Is  as  her  spotless    soul  rcfin'd. 

Not    her  jOWII  guardian    angel  eyes 

With  c  haster  tenderness  his  care; 
Mot    purer  her  ov»  n   wishes  rise; 

Not  holier  her  own  sighs  in  |»AyV, 
But  if,  at   first,  her  viryin  lear 

Should  start  at  love's  suspected  name-, 
With  that   of  Iricndship  K(M)ttlC  her  ear; 

True  love  and    friendship  are  the  same. 
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Air,  R'mIIi  in  an  Kassain. 
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wee  cot,    That    stands  by  the  riv_cr.    The  fall  is   loud  sounding    In  voi  _ccs  that 
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I   saw    Iter    iast    night , 

'Mid  the  tacks  that  enclose  them, 
With  a    I'. il  t    at   licr  knee 

Anil     a    I>a1>e    at    her  bosom: 
I  liearcl   her    sweet  voire 

In   the  depth  <■!   my  slumher, 
And   the   song   that    she  suiiy 

Was   of  sorrow    and   cumber . 

"Sleep  sound,  my  sweet  babe, 

There  is  nought    to  alarm  thee; 
The    sons    <>l    the  valley 

No  |>ower  have  to   harm  thee, 
l'll    siner   thee    to  rest 

In    the  balloch  untrodden, 
Willi  a   coronach  sad 

For  ihc   slain  off  Cullodcn. 


"Ill    tell   thee,   my  son, 

How  our  laurels    are  withering-; 
l'll  gird  on  thy  sword 

"When  the  Clansmen  arc  gathering; 
l'll  bid  them  go  forth 

In  the  cause  of   true  honor, 
And   never  return 

Till  thv  Country  hath  won  her. 

"Our  towV  of  devotion 

Is  the  home  of  the  reaver; 
The   |>ride   of   the  ocean 

Is    fallen    lor  e\  cr  J 
The   t>ine  of    the  lorcst, 

That    time  could  not  weaken, 
Is    trod    in    the  dust, 

And    its    honours   arc  shaken. 


'The  brave    were  bctrajed. 

Ami   the    tyrant   is  daring 
To  trample  and    waste  us, 

TTnpit\ iny,  unsparing. 
Thy  mother  no  voi<e  has. 

No  feeling  that  change*. 
No  word,  siffn,  or  .song. 

Rot  the    lesson   of  vcn»'can<  c. 


"Rise   spirits  of  yore, 

F.ver-  dauntless    in  danger. 
For  the   land   that    was  jours 

Is    the   Ial|d    of    the  stranger. 
O   tonne    from'^-your  (averns, 

All    bloodless    and  hoarv! 
\nd    these    fie  nds  of  the  Vallcj 

Shall    •  ••nhlf    bclurc  V*  • 
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With 
S\)i  rit 


Air,  Bine  Bonnet*,  over  the  border. 


Mar<  h,  Mart  li,    Et  _  trick    and    Te  _  vi  _  ot  _  dale .     "Wb\  ,    mv  lads, 
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Suns  of  tbe  mountain  glen 
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ol<1  Scottish    lx>r_<i<r.     Conic    from  tlir  hills  where  ymir  bir_sels  are  graz_ing; 


3? 


m  in 


■  ■  ■  ■  ■  .  Jii'J4  J.  J  * 

Come    from   tbe  glen  of    tbc   buck  and  the    roc;     Come  to  the  crao   where  tbe 
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hea_emi   is    hlar_ing?  f'nmr  with    the   bti(k_lcr,     the     bin  c,    and     tlii  >. 


Ni  


Trumpets    ^re     sounding,   Wnr    steeds     are      bounding,   Stand    to   -vour   arms,  aiid 

 ft-,  1  


>   &  e 


man  h     in    good    <>r_  deri    Eng_  land     shall    ma  _  nv      a      da>      Tell        id  the 


^ — -fe — «. — ^  p 

blood  _v  (ra\, 

|lllii= 

Win 

■   ■      ■      1     J:  ^ 

!h    the    blue    bon  _  nets  rame 

o^vcr      the  bnr_iltr. 

SA  FTLT   THE   GF.JST'tL  F.    BRFF./.F.     Sam*  Air. 

Saftly  the  yeritle   breeze     steals    thro'  the  leafy  frees, 

Down  rilis  the  hurnie  winding  sae  clearly? 
The    linnet    sintjs  on    the  tree,   t he  lark  soaring  uji  s,<  hie. 

When    in    the    even''   I     meet    wi'   my  dearie. 
Broadly   the  setting  snn   his   daily  rate   1ms  run. 

Gilding  the  lofty  hills,  blooming  sae  tbecrie; 
Ilka  lield  yellow  seen,  meadows  sae   lovelv  green. 

When  in  the   even-1  I    meet  wi'    my  dearie. 


At   the   appointed   honr  I  haste  t«i  tin    hit-ken  |.im'r, 

Vature  all   gleaming,  nature  all  thecrir; 
The  eastern    star   a|>|>ears,  whilst    spread    Ibc    rosy  briers. 

When  in  the   eveir  I    meet   wi*    my  dearie, 
fan  there  be  aught  sae  swect}as  when    ttlie  lovers  meet, 

Meet  at   flic  trysting   spot    h.ij'l'y  and  i  lui  rii  ; 
Love  dam  cs   in    her  cV,  truth  and  sincerity, 

Wlien  in  the   even*  I    meet  ■wi*    mv  dearie. 
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1HE    HILL  OF  LOCH  1  EL 


Tong  have  I  pind    for    thee,    Land   of  my    in_f4n_<v!  Vow  will  I 


 -Jf 

kneel    on    tlioe,    Hill    of     Loch. fell  Hill       of       tlie      stur_dy  iteer, 


1  j-  r  ^ 


Hill  of    tlic    roe     and    deer,    Hill   of    the    stream—let    clear,  I  love  thee  well, 


1 


When   in    my  youthful  prime, 
Correi    an<l   t  rag   to  <:liml>, 
Or  towering   cliff  sublime, 

Was   my    delimit . 
Scaling  tlie   eagle's  nest, 
Wounding    t|ie    raven's  breast, 
Skimming  the  mountain's  crest, 

Gladsome   and  light. 

When,  at  the   break    of  morn, 
Proud   o'er   thy    temples  borne, 
Kythed    the   red-dcer's  horn, 

How  my   heart    heat  ! 
Then,  -when  with  stunned  leap 
Roll'd  he    adown   the  steep, 
Never  did  hero  reap 

Conquest    so  great . 

Then    rose   a  bolder  game, 
Young  Charlie  Stuart  fame", 
''.in  ii,   that    loyal  name, 

Foremost    must  be . 
Hard   then  our  warrior  meed, 
Glorious    our  warrior  deed, 
'Till  we  were  doom'd   to  bleed 

By  treachery. 


Then   did    the    red   blood  stream, 
Then  was   the  broad  swords  gleam 
Qucnt  hd    in  fair  freedom's  beam, 

No  more  to  shine  ; 
Then  was  the  morning's  brow 
Red  with  the  fiery  glow, 
Fell  hall  and  hamlet  low, 

All   that   were  mine. 

Then  was   our   maiden  young, 
First  aye   in  battle  strong, 
Fir'd  at  her  Prince's  wrong, 

Forc'd    to  give  w.i;\  . 
Broke  was   the  golden  cup, 
Gone  Caledonia's  hope  • 
Faithful  and   true   men  drop 

Fast    in    the  clay. 

Far   in    a    hostile  land, 
Stretih'd   on  a  foreign  strand, 
Oft  has   the  tear-drop  bland 

Scorch'd    as    it    I  ell. 
Once   was   I    spurn'd  from  thee, 
Long   have  I    mourn'd    for  thee, 
Now    I'm   return')    to  thee, 

Hill    of  J.ochiel. 


With 
Energ-y 


7" HE  THISTLE  OF  SCOTIA. 

Air,  The  Thistle. 
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I..et    tlie  .liily   of  France     in     lux_  u  _  ri  _  ante    wave,  T-et  flic 


r  r,  i;  r  r  n  t  t,  r  ;  ^ 


sham- rock    of    E— Tin    its    bean  -  ty     main,  tain,     L,ct     tlio       rose      of  fair 
 t  
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F.ngf_  land    still  f-waf*     its    vcr-  fume,    But     the     this  _  tie    of     Sco_tia  will 
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Hear  _  est      re  —  ma 
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1 — J  ! 

'Twas   the  badge   that    our   fathers   triumphantly  wore, 

When   they   followed    their  sovereigns    to  vanquish  the  Dane, 

The  emblem   our  Wallace   in   battle    aye  hore   

Then    the    thistle  of   Scotland  must   dearest  remain. 
To.  Scotia  her  thistle,  &c. 

It    hlooms    on  our   mountains,   it   blooms   in   the  vale, 
It    hloorn*   in    the   winter,  in    snow   and    in  rain; 

The    type  of   her    sons    when    rude    seasons  assail, 
To    Kent  hi  her   thistle    will  dearest  remain. 
To    S<otia  her   thistle.  Arc. 
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stran—  >£er,     a     puir    btg'_g'ar    wc^n,    That     has     nae    hanie    to    seek,  and  is 
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1'  the    mornin1    we    raise    wi1    the   I oiirl  '-li I ti n1  lark. 

When  he  dried    his   dew)    wings  in  the  younff  .sun-beam; 
An1,*!'  hearts    fu*  o   luve,  sent   our   praise 'up  to  heaven, 
An'  our   prayers    for  what    to   Him    best   mifflit  seem; 

An'  she  that's-  awa        wi'  ane  uplifted    ce  — 

Sought   the  hlessin1  o*  the  Lord    on  our  Indus!  ri<  . 
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A'  day-lang"  wt   toiled,   b«it   we   never  repined,  

Our  dear     mitlier    lo'ed    us,  our     father   aye   was  kind, 

An'  our  hearts,  then  a'  pure,  were,  as  lit  lit  as  the  down 
O-'  the  thistle,  whan  it    frolics   wi1  the'1  wayward  wind! 

Whate'er    Heaven    sent    we    were  gladsome    to    see,  - 

An'  «t   ne'er    thocht    our  days    daurk  a  drudgerie. 

An'  when   g'loamin'  cam    on,    nicht's    dark  harbinger, 
()!    the  n    tarn     the    hours    o1   our-     innocent    mirth,  ■ 

When    we   gathcr'd    wi'   Joy  'neath   our    tot's    lowly  rool   

An'  wi'  laces    a'  smilin'  encircled'  the  hearth   

An1  beguil'd   the  e'en   wi'  tales  o'  the   deeds   that    wont    to  be, 

Or  wi'  sangs   o'  our   kintra's    aulrl    mi  n  st  rel  s.ic . 

An'  C) !  it    w  as   sweet,  when    the    nicht    was  ganc, 

To  raise  high  the   holy  Psalmodic, 
An'  to  read,  in   the   heuk,  O'  the   luve   o*  our  (rod, 

An'  to   kneel    to   him   reveitnt  li  el 
An1   to   bless   his    name,  wha    has   sworn    to  he 
The   puir   man's   G-od    co  nti  nuall  ie . 

But,  wae's  my  sad  heart!  thae  brichi  days  arc  a'  ganc. 
An'  a    lang  nicht   o'  sorrow   an'  sadness   is  nigh; 

For  the  finger  o'  death  touch' d  the  lace  o'  my  mil  her. 
An'  her  wel I  -s pri ng  o'  life  dribblet  dry^ 

An'  she   slippet    awa,  like  the    mists    that   ye  see 

Stealin'  upward    to   heaven    sae  honnilie. 

An'  ere  spring    had    spread    its   green    ow  re  her  gr.ve, 

An    unco   woman    sat   in    her  auld    arm  chair; 
His   new  wife,  father  ca'd    her  an'  he  said   she  wail  hae 

A  mithcr?s  luve  for  us          an'  a   kind    miihcr's  care:   

O  how  could    she  e'er    be    a    milder   to  me, 
That   spall1  o'  the  dead    sae  scornfullie! 

Fu'  sune  on  our  stools     her   ain  bairns  were  a'  planted 

Round   the  ingle,  that  erst    burnt    sae  checrilie; 
An'  Irae  hame  we  were  driven  ..and   the  door  harr'd   against  us  ^_ 

To  drift    through  a  wild    warld,  wearilie; 
An'  O  sad   are  the  days    that    the  wretched    maun  drie, 
Wha  wander  thro'  the   warld    a'  frien<llcssli<  ! 

If  ye  ever    rejoiced    in    the    sweets   o'  a  hame; 

If  ye  still    hae  a    mither    to  luve   an'   to  bless; 
O   |>ity,    kiml    stranger,    a    pwir    beggar  wean. 

That    has   nac   hame    to   seek   and   is   mit  her  les-. ! 

O  pity,  kind  stranger,  and  frae  heaven  Miff, 
The  God    o'   the   puir  will    bless    tbv  charitie! 

K 
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tHF.  BEAF.S  OF  .MAE. 
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hel  _  ted    plaids,     And    bur  _  nish'd     blades,     Arc    l  orn  -  ing    late    and  ear  _  ly. 


Win  wadna  join  our  noble  chief) 
The  Dmmmond  and  GUngary, 
Macgrcgor,  Murray,  Hollo,  Keith, 
Panmure,  and  gallant  Harry. 
Macdonabl's  men, 
Clan-Ronalds  men, 
Mackenzie'*  men, 
Maogi  11  vary's  men, 
StrathallaiiV   men , 
The  I  owl  an  men 
"(    Callander   and  Airly. 


Fy!  Donald,  tip    and   let's   aw  a. 

We   <  anna    lander  parley, 
Wlicn  Jamie's   hack  is   at  the  wa', 
The  lad  we    h'e    sae  dearly. 

We'll  go   we'll  go 

An'  meet  the  foe, 
An'  fling  the  plaid, 
An'  swing  the  blade, 
An'  forward  dash, 
An'  hack   an'   slash  — 
An'  flog   the  German  rarlie. 


The  duel's  awa  vrv  The  excisema  n. 
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The  rleil    cam     f irld  _  lin     thro'     the      town,     An<l      danc'l      a  — 


J  i J'  r  ji  *  t  u  P  i  ;  8 


wa1  wi'  th' F.x  _  cise  _  man,    And     il  _  ka     wile    <  ri<  s,"AuM     Ma  .  hrnni,  I 
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wish    yon    lurk     o'  the 
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The 
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deil's     a.wi,    The     deil's    a  _  wa     wi'  th'  Fx  _  cise  _  man ;     HcV     danc'd      a,  _ 


lJ  r  jrnir 


Well   mak  mir   mailt   ami   we'll   hrew  our  <l r i n h < 
We'll   laugh,    siny,  ami    rejoice,  man; 

And    mon>    hraw   thanks  to  the  iniiklo  hl.uk  dcil,. 
That  danc'd   awa  wi'  the  Exciseman, 
The  dcils   awa.  Sec. 

There's   threesome   reels,   there's    foursome  reels, 
There's   hornpipe'*!    and  KtratllKpff)  s  man. 

Mm    lh<    ac  hest   dance  e'er  tarn  to  tlie  land 
Was  the  de'ils   awa  «i'  the  Exciseman  , 
The  ilci  \\     aw  .i,   &  i  . 


IS 


'fULLOCHGOitrJM. 


Willi 
Spirit . 


Come  gie's  a  sang-,  Montgomery  cried ,  A  nd  lay  ymr  disputes  all  asidc;What 
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nnn«scn(e  'tis    for    folk    to    chide.    For   what  was   done   be_fore    them.  Let 
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whig;    and    to_ry    all    a _  grce ,    "Whig"     and      to  _  ry,     whig     and  to_ry. 
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Whig    and    to_ry    all     a  _gree,    To    drop     their    w hig_meg_mo_rum ,  Let 
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whig    ami    to_ry    all    a  — grec    To   spend   the    night  wi'  mirth  and  glee, And 
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chcer_lul    sing,  and    dance   wi*    me.    The    reel     o*    Till  —  I<m  h  - go_ ru m • 
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Tu 1 1  <><  hg'iiru m\s    my  delight, 

It  gars   us  a'  in    ane  unite, 

And    ony   sumpli    that   keeps    up  spite 

In   conscience   I    abhore  him. 
Blythe  and    merry    we's  be  a', 
Blythe  and    merry,  blythe   and  merry. 
Blythe   and    merry  wA  be  a'. 

And    make   a    clieerfu1  quorum. 
Blythe  and    merry  we's   be  a', 
As  lang  as  we  ha'e   breath    to  draw, 
And   fiance,  till  we  be  like  to  fa', 

The  reel  o'  Tullochgorum. 

There  needsna   be  sae  great  a  phraizc 
Wi'  droning-   dull    Italian  lays; 
1   wddna  gi'e  our  ain  Strathspeys 

For    half  a    hundred    score  o'  'em; 
They're  douff  and  dowie    at   the  best, 
Douff  and    dowie,  douff   and  dowie, 
They're  douff  and   dowie  at   the  best, 

Wi'  a'  their  variorum; 
They're  douff  and   dowie  at  the  best, 
Their  allegro's   and    a'  the  rest. 
They  cannot  please  a   Highland  taste 

Compar'd    wi'  Tullochgorum . 


Le<   wardly  minds   themselves  cippres 
Wi'  fear  of  want    and    double  cess, 
And  silly  sauls    themselves  distress, 

Wi'  keeping  up  decorum. 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and    sulky  sit, 
Sour   and    sulky,  sour  and  sulky, 
Shall  we  sae   sour  and  sulky  sit, 

Like  auld    philosophoru m? 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and    sulky  sit, 
Wi'  neither  sense,  nor  mirth  nor  «  it 
Ami    <  anna   rise,  to    shake  a  fit, 

At  the  reel    o'  Tullochgorum. 

May  choicest  blessings  still  attend 
Each  honest -hearted  open  friend, 
And  calm  and  quiet    be    his  end; 

Be   a'  that's  gude    before  him! 
May  peace  and   plenty    be    his  lot, 
Peace  and    plenty,  peace  and  plenty. 
May  peace   and   plenty    be    his  lot, 

And  dainties,  a-  great    store  o'  cm; 
May  peace  and    plenty   be   his  lot, 
Unstain'd   by  any  vicious  blot; 
And  may   he   never    want   a  groat 
That's    fond    o'  Tn  Hot  hgoru  m  . 


But    for   the    discontented  fool, 
Who  wants  to    be  oppression's  tool, 
May  envy  gnaw  his   rotten  soul, 

And  discontent  devour  him. 
May  dool    and   sorrow   be    his   c  hanc  c, 
Dno|  and   sorrow,  dool    and  sorrow, 
May  dool  and    sorrow    be    his  chance. 

And    honest   souls    abhore  htm; 
May  dool   and    sorrow   be  his  chance. 
And  a'  the  ills  thai    come   frae  France, 
Whoe'er  lie  be.  tliat    winna  dance 
The  reel    o'  Tullochgorum! 
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The    hon-niest    lad    that     e'er     I      saw,     Bon  -  nic     lad  -  die, 


high-land  lad-die,  Wore  a  plaid   and    was    fu*   hraw,  Bon.nie  highland  lad_die 
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Trumpets   sound    and    cannons  roar, 

Bonnie  lassie,  lawland  lassie, 
And    a'  the   hills   wi'  echos  roar, 

Bonnie  lawland  lassie. 
Glory,  honour,  now  invite, 

Bonnie  lassie,  lawland  lassie, 
For  freedom   and   my   king-  to  fight, 

Ronnie    lawland  lassie. 

The  sun    a   backward    course   shall  take, 

Bonnie  laddie,  highland  laddie, 
Ere  ought   thy  manly  courage  shake; 

Bonnie    highland  laddie. 
Go,  for  yoursel    procure  renown, 

Ronnie  laddie,  highland  laddie, 
And    for  your    lawful     king    his  crown,. 

Ronnie    highland  laddie. 
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I     High-*  la  i 

id  _  man. 

Hi    saidt'my  dear,   yeVe  soon   a  steer. 

Cam  ye  to  hear  the  lavVot  k\  sang? 
O  wail  ye  gae  alang   wi*  me. 

An'  wed    a    rantin  Highlandman? 
In  simmer  days   on    flowVy  brats, 

When  frisky  is   the  ewe   an1  lamb, 
l\<    rnw    yc  in    my   tartan  plaid. 

Syne  be  yerc  rantin  Highlandman. 


"With  heather  hells  that  finely  smells, 

Til  deck  yerevliair  sac   lair  an-1  tang', 
If  yell  c«>nscnt„tr>  scour   llic  Ik  m  *. 

Wi'  me,  a    rantin  Highlandman. 
Well    hig  a  cot    an'  buy    a  sto<  k. 

Sync  do  the  best   that  eYr  we  (  an; 
Then  come,  my  dear,  ye  need n a  fear 

To  trust   a    rantin    Highl  a  nd  man.'' 


His  words,  M)  smart,  gad«    to    my  heart, 

And  lain  1  wad  a  gicn  my  han", 
Yet   durst  na,  least    my    mithcr  shouM 

Dislike  a    rantin  Highlaii(Tmaii. 
But   1   expert    he  will  tome  hack, 

Then,  tho1  my  kin  wad  scauld  an'  ban', 
I  II   oVr  the, hill,  or    w  here    he  will, 

Wl'  ni>    >  ■ . 1 1 1 1 fc>-  rantin   H iu'hl  a  n<<  m.i  u  . 
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O  JfA  JVC  V  S    HAIR    IS    YELLOW   LIKE  GOh'D. 

Old  Border  Melody. 


Slowly 


»^  um  oor 

Jiff  r  r  itVr  r 


Oil  Nancy's  hair  is  yellow  like  gowd,  An'  lier  e'en,  like  the  lift,  are 


blue;    Her  late  isvfhe  i  —  matfe  o*  heav'n_ly  luve,  An'  her  licart  is  leal  an1  true. 


m 


The  ininx  cnt    smile   that  plays   on    her  check, 

Is  like  the  dawning  morn; 
An'  the  red,  red    blush,  that    across   it  flees, 

Is    sic    as    the  rose    ne'er   has  worn. 

II  it's  sweet   to  see  the  flickerin'  smile 

Licht   up  her  sparklin  e'e. 
It's   holier   far  to   see  it  dim'd 

Wi^  the,  gustyin'  tear's    saut  bree. 

'Twas    na   for  a    faithless    luve's   fause  vows, 

Nor  a   brither  uuo1  the  wave, 
That   I  saw  them    fa' —  no,  they  were  drapt 

On   an   aged    father's  grave. 


Tlio'  joy  may  dimple    her    bonnie  mou', 
An'  daffin    may   banish  care, 

In   nac  blythsome  mood,    nor   hour  o'  bliss, 
Will    these  een    e'er  glint    sae  fair. 

->->•->•->■ ->-->-->-^-'>-->-^-^-^>->'^'->^' *^>-^"«^-^'^-C- 

IHE    SIJV   IJV*    I' HE ,  WEST'. 


The  surr'in  the  west  la's   to   rest   in    the  e'en -in',  1 1  k  morn-in'  blinks 
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f  n  r.;r;j|li,n 


ruvp  ay  lcanin%  Na<    inornin',   nae   e'en-in',  brinys^pleas..  u  re   to     me!  O 

f—f- 


r— • 

 0 

■\ 

 a 

 _ 

i#!i3 

r* — 1 

,v        r  rJ^  ^ 

V3    '  1  •  ,=t 

■ 

if  " 

1  J,  1    f  t  :  . 

\vae_fu'    the    part—in^   when,  smilin1     at      Man_i>tr,      Y<i.un|f      Al  — lan  left 


As    the   aik    <■  ■  n    the    mountain    resists    tlie    Mast  rairin, 

Sac  <H<I   he  the   hrunt  o'  the   hattle  sustain, 
Till  treac Vry  arrested    his    i-oiiraifc   sac  riarin, 

An.l  Iai<l  him  |.ale,  lifeless,  upon  thc'Hrear  |.|..in! 
Can  Id    winter  the  flower  divests   u'  its  eleiden, 

In  summer  again  it    hlixtms  honnie   to  s«.e; 
But   iiaethinjf,  alas!    (an    hale   my  heart   bleed  in,' 

Drear   winter  remaining    for  ever    wi'  ni>! 


E 
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INK  yhl'FH.iJ^S. 


\ir,  The  Days  of  Ld niT<- v nc  . 


i 


When  war  had  broke  in  on  the  |>eare  of  aufd  men.  Ami  f rae -Chel  sea  to 


>"tn 


1  S  3   .  • 


arms  tliey  were  summond    a_  gai  n,Twa  vetVans,  {frown  jrre\,  \v  i*  '  heir  muskeis  s,ui 


i  1  r  ' 

Gul'i^Wi''  a  sigh*,  were  re_lat_ingf   how  hard    they  had    toild.       The  drum  it  was 


PS 


ay  t 


Kill  I)a\  :e,  man,  weill    thou    remembers  the  time, 
"When   t  \\  a    brisk  ')  on  n(f   ca  1 1  an  d  s,  and  just    in   our  prime, 
Thr;  prince  led   us,  conqnerM,  and    shaw'd    us    the  way, 
Antl    mony   a   braw   (hicld  we  turn'd    can  Id    on    that  da}, 
Still    again  I   would    venture   this    auld    trunk,c#>f  mine, 
C'diiM    our   General    but    lead,  and    we  fight    as  langsyne. 

But    g ai  rison   iluty  is   a'  we    can  do, 

Thn*  our   arms  arc  worn    weak  yet   our  hearts  are'slill  true; 

We  car'd    na  for  dangers   by  land,  or   by  sea, 

For  time  is  turn id    coward,  and    no  you    and  me; 

And    tho'  at   our   fate    we    may  sadly  repine,' 

Youth    winna    return,  nor    the    strength    of  langsyne. 

When   after   our   conquests,  It   joys    me    to  miii(( 

How   thy   Jane   i  arrcssM     thee,   and    my    Mejf   w  /s  ^kind; 

They,    shar'd    of    our    danger,    Mio'  ever    so  hard. 

And    we   car'rl    na  'for    plunder     when    sie   our  reward: 

F.vcn    now    they're    resolv'd     baitli    their    hamcs    to  resign, 

And    will   share    the    hard    late    they   were  ns'd    to  langsyne. 


B 


3i  or  key's  Ta'ejv  The  parting  kiss. 
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Air,  Jockey's  Farewell, 


Jock-ey's  ta'en   the  par-ting    kiss.      O'er  the  mount  <<ins  lie  is  gai 


And  -  with    him    is     a1     my     bliss,      Nought     hut     griefs     with,    mc  re.main. 


J  r  r  ncrg 


=ff=*I 


SVare    my   love,  ye    winds    that    bfow,      Plash-y    sleets    and    beat-ing  rain 


When   the  shades   of   evening"  creep 

O'er  the  clay's    fair   gladsome  e'e, 
Sound    ami   safely  may  he  sleep, 

Sweetly  hlythc  his  waukening'  he. 
He  will    think   on    her    he  loves, 

Fondly    he'll    repeat    her  name; 
For  -whare'er    he   distant  roves 

Jockey's    heart    is    still     at  hamc> 


1. 


2« 


Slow. 


M'/tEJV  WF    tWO  PARTED* 

Air,  When  Januar  winds  was  blawing  cauld 


m 


"When  we  two  par-ted,  on  thy  <  heck  The  young  moon-beam  fcl  I  sol  I  and  meek . 


^r^-frH-^-hT^.  r-.-t 


m 


Amtllic  flower  wds  budding  on  the  lea,  "When  last  I  breath'rl  "Fare-well  to  thee}1 


Be 


But   thou  wert    number'd    with    the  dead, 
Before  that  moon    had   wax'd   and  fled? 
And  ere  the  flower  had   lost   its  bloom* 
The   midnight  dews   were  on  thy  tomb. 

I   saw  thee   not   in  that    last  hour 
Which  gave  thee  to  the  victor's  power, 
Nor  heard    the  last    recorded  sigh 
That  'scapVl  .thee  in   thine  agony. 

When  thou   wert    borne  upon   thy  bier, 

I    was    not    with   the   mourners  near!   

Wln  re  tears  and  dust  wert  .  strew'd  o'er  thee, 
Alas!    that    was    no    place   for  me! 


The    warmest    heart    that    ever  heat 


I 


Lies   cold    beneath  the  windi ng- sheet . 
The  fairest   form     earth  ever  knew, 
Is  vanish'd    like  the    morning  dew! 

A    MOMENT*  PAUSE*  YE  BRITISH  FAIR": 

Air,  Tell  me.  Jessy 


A  moment  pause, >c  British  lair.  While  pleasure's  phamtom  >  c  pursue:  And 


m 


a  Written  I > %  a  Lady,  shortly  after  the  battle  oJ  Waterloo*  on  seeing  in  a  list  n< 
K      iiHisii  .  k*The  Waterloo  Walt^."'' 
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ri  J 


c    vic-to_ry!      Chas_tcii'd  should 


f=f: 


lite      iri  _  ii  ,11 1  1 1     i><  ; 


Midst    the    lati.rels    khe   has    won,       Hrit.ain    moDrn«   for  no_n% 


Veil'd    in    clouds  the    morning'  rose; 

Nature   scem'd    to    mourn   the  day, 
Which   eoiisign'd    before  its  (lose. 
Thousands    to   their   kindred  clay. 
How   unfit    for    courtly  ball, 
Or  the   giddy  festival. 
Was  the  grim    and  ghastly  view, 
Ere  evening  clos'd   on  Waterloo! 

S       the   Highland    warrior  rushing. 

Firm  in   danger,  on    the  foe, 
Till  the  life-blood   warmly  gushing, 
1-ays   the  plaided    hero  1  ow  . 

His    native  pine's    accustornd  sound. 
Mid  war's  infernal  concert  drown d, 
Cannot   soothe   his  last  adieu, 
Or  wake  his  sleep  on  Waterloo! 


Chasing    o'er    the  cuirassier. 

See  the  foaming  charger  flying. 
Trampling,  in   his   wild  career. 
All  alike,  the  dead   and  dying1! 

See  the   bullets  through   his  side  . 
Anvwerd   by  the  spouting  ti<l«  ! 
Helmet,  horse,  and   rider  too, 
Roll  -on   bloody  Waterloo! 

Shall  scenes    like  these   the  dance  inspire. 
Or  wake  the  enliv'niny  notes  of  miril.P 
O.'  shivcr'el    be  the  recreant  lyre, 
That  gave  the  base   idea  birth! 

Other   sounds,  I  ween  were  there. 
Other  music  rent   the  air, 
Other  waltz  the  warriors  kntu, 
When   they  clos'd    At  Waterloo. 


Forbear  till   time  with    lenient  hand 

Has  sooth'd  the  pang  of  recent  sorrow; 
And   let   the   picture  distant  stand, 

Tbe  softening-  hue-  of  years   to  borrow. 
When  our  race    has    past  a\\a\. 
Hands   unborn    ma)    wake    the  la_\. 
And  give  to  Joy    alone   the  viev.. 
Of   Britain's    fame  at  Waterloo. 


« 


C2H 


MAY  MORJV/^VG. 

Air,  Dumfries  House. 


u  n  nrrnriijj 


5 

Thus  let  the  varied  seasons  pass,  Ktfh  Hay  its  pleasure  hri nffi ng,  From 

J  .  J   J".  J I  .  J"^ 


A- 


5 


win^ter's    si_lcnt    leaf- less    shade      Till    sum  — mer  how'rs  are  ringing.  Tims 


let    me    woo    ea<  h   love— ly    scene     Of    na_ ture's     own     a—  Horn  —  ing?  Rut 


f 


villi,  of  a 

II     thai     she    can     give,  Be 

mine    a  sa 

veet     May  m< 

r  •  ^ 

rn  -  i  n 

.  Hl, 

• 

=1 

Sweetest    of  months,  that    now  unlocks 

The  summer's  balmy  treasures. 
And  gives   a  never-ending  (harm 

To    life    and    all    its  pleasures. 
I   gr<ct    thee    with    delighted  heart. 

All  other  pleasures  scorning, 
And   still,  of   all   that    earth   ran  g"ive, 

Be  mine  a  sweet    May  morning*. 

Now  sweetly  sings  upon   the  ear 

The   murmurs  of   the  fountain. 
The    lambkins   sport    upon    the  lea, 

The  fauns   upon   the  mountain; 
Nature   throws,  Irom   the  licet  lien  tree. 

Her  robe  o*  latest  mourning, 
A  ltd   all   is    mirth,  and    merry  glee, 

t'pon  a   sweet    May  morning. 


» 
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scejves  or  woe  .4. yd  scejves  of  pleasire. 


i 


m 


Scenes  (if  woe  ,iinl  scenes  of pjcasure,  Scenes  that  for_  mcr  thoughts  r<  _ 


•  •  •       "3  •  ■  r — u  "  •  '  %  is. — o 

mw;     Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of, pleasure.  Now  a    sari       and     last     a  _dicii 


Bonnie  Doon,  w  hare,  ear_  ly    roam_ing,   First    I    weav'd    the   rus_ti<  .any. 


Bowers,  adieu!  where   love,  decoying, 

First  enthrall'!   this  heart  o'  mine; 
There  the  saltest  sweets  enjoying; 

Sweets  that  menriYy  ncer  shall  tine. 
Friends  so  near  my  hosom  ever. 

Ye  hae  rendered   moments  dear}  * 
But  alas!  when   fore'd    to  sever, 

Then  the  stroke,  O  how  severe! 

i 

Friends,  that  parting  tear  reserve  it. 

TImi'  'tis  (ton  1.1  \    dear   to  nie; 
Could    I  think  I  did    deserve  it, 

H  «\\   much    happier  won".!    I  he. 
Scenes  ol   woe  and   scenes  of  pleasure, 

Sienes   that    former   thoughts  renew: 
Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes   of  pleasure. 

Now  A  ,.,<!   and   last  adieu1. 
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Th F.  V*  LIGHTED  .1  l.JPF./i. 

Air,  tiiryc  <d   Sir  William  Wallac  e. 


m 

^-E    J*  1  

ip  r  ;.m 

we 

l>t    for  her  Lord,  An 

d  the 

death—watch  boat   in    lier  1 

i  |  J1 

<>iicly  room!  For  the 

r  •  i-^ 

S  1 
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r  _  t<*i 

is        had       shook       of       their       nun      ac  _ cord,     And  the 

ra  _  \  t  ii 

r 

T-  _ 

fla|>|><1     at     her     wiii.Hnw    hoard.    To     tell      of      her     war_ri<>r«.  dnnm. 


i— ffri 


R 


"Now  sing  yc  the  death-song.  an<l  loudly  pray 

For  the  soul   of   my  knight  so  dear, 
And  call    me  a  widow  this   wretched  day. 

Since  the  warning  off  God   is  near! 
For  the  night-mare  rides  in  my  Strang! d  sleep — 

The  lord   off  my  bosom  is   doomed  'to  die! 
His  valorous   heart   flicy  have   wounded  deep, 
And  the  blood -red  tears  shall  liis  country  weep 

For  "William  of  Ellerslie.\!_ 

Yet    knew   not    his   country    th.it    ominous  hour, 

F.re  the  loud    matin   bell  had  rung, 
Tl  at  the  trumpet 'of  death,  cn  an  English  tower, 

Had   iIk  dirge  "I    her  champion  sung! 
When  his  dungeon    light    lookd    dim   and  red 

On  the  high-born    blood   o|    a    martyr  slain. 
No  anthem  was  sung  at   his  holy  death—bed. 
No  weeping  there  was  when   his  bosom  bled. 

And    his   heart    was   rent    in  twain! 

Oh!  it   was    not   thus    when    his    oaken  spear 

Was  true   to    theknight  forlorn, 
When    hosts   off  a    thousand    were  seatter'd,  like  deer 

At   the   blast  of    the   hunter's  horn. 
When    lie  strode   o'er    the  wreck  off  each  well  fought  fie 

With  the  yellow -haird  chief's  ot   his  native  land. 
His  sjirar  was  not  shiver'd   on    helmet   or  shield, 
And  the  sword  that  seem d    lit  for  archangel  to  wicM. 

Was   light    in    his    terrible  hand. 

Yet    bleeding  and    hound,  though  the  Wallace  wight 

For  his  much  lovd   country  die. 
The-  bugle    ne'er  sung    to  a    braver  knight 

Than  William  ol  Kllcrslie! 
But   the  day  ol    his  glory  shall    never  depart, 

His    heart    uncntonib'd  shall   with  glory  be  palm'd! 
From   the   blood    streaming   altar  his  spirit  shall  start. 
Though   the    ra\cn    has    fed    on    his    mntlldnng  heart. 

A   nobler  was    never    embalm d. 
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ROJrjW  PEGGY*  O. 


Air,  The  Souter. 


i — N  ^  1 
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O  we   alt    hae    met    at    e'en,    bon  -  ny     P<g_gy,     O,     On  the 


mm 


i 


i 


^  'jj-  

banks      of      Cart       sae      green,       bon  _  ny      Peg  _  gy,      <)  ;       W  tier*      1 1 1 
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II       wa  —  t*is      smooth  —  Iv   -rii>.     Far     a  _  ncatli    the    roar  —  in'     linn.     Far  fiae 
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luis  _  y      strife    }  and 
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din,        bon  _  ny 
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Peg  -  gy, 
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When  the  lately  <  riuison  west,  bonny  Peggy,  O, 
lii  her  darker  robe  was  drest,  b.enny  P^ggy,  O, 

And  a  sky  oT  azure  hluc, 

l)e<  k'd    with  stars  of  golden  hue, 
Rose  majestic  to  the  view,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 

When  the  sound  of  flute  or  horn,  bonny  Peggy,  (), 
On  the  gale  of  evening   borne,  honny  Peggy,  OJ 

We  liave  heard   in  echoes  die, 

While  the  wave,  that   ri|>|d'd  by. 
Song  a  soft  and   sweet   rejjly,  bonny  .Peggy,  O  • 

Now,  alas!  these  s(  cues   are    o'er,  bonny  Peggy,  <>i 
Nov,,  alas!  We  mci  t   no  more,  bonny  Peggy,  O; 

No  -  oli!    ne'er  again,  I  \»een, 

Will,  wt    meet  at    summer  C<  u. 
On  |  he  banks  of  Can  s.,c  git«n.  tionny   Pejf  jry,  Q* 


I'UF.   BOJTjTtE    L.4SS   OF   WOOD  HOUSE  LE  E\ 
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Air.  He\   'ho  rantin  Mi^raNS1  li.i". 

q 


The  sun  blinks  sweetly  on  yon  slu«,  But  sweeter  far  nnWorid  lionsi  lee.  \  n.  I 


tear  1    like  his  set-tintf    beam*     For    sake    o*     inc      s.!  •     dear     to      me.  I' 


\    fai_ry    secnes,    In     a'    their    >  liarm  —  tny    lux.  — U— ri  .  Bim 
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Sit   winning   was    her  witching  smile, 

Sac  I'ieriint;'  was  Ik  r  <oal  black  e"o, 
SIk    ■  airly   wounded   has    iny  heart, 

Tliat  had  na  wi<t  s i <  ills  to  ilree: 
I  n    vain    I    straw     wi'    beauty's  (harms, 

I  road  na  keep   my    faney  Irec 
She  jfat    my   heart    sae   in    tier  thrall, 

The   honnie   las-,    o|    Wood hotlsclee. 


The  honnie  kmmcs   sat    yellow  a', 

Wharc  alt  is  heard  the  hum  of  bee. 
The  meadow  rrMn  ami    hreearv  Mils 

Where  lambkins    sport    sae  tmrrilie. 
May   charm    the    weary  ,  w  ind rilUf  swain. 

When  eVnin'  sun  dins  in   the  sea. 
But   a'  ms    h-  ait,  baittt   >  Vn    and  morn. 

Is    wi'   the    la   s    ol    Wood  boll  set'  i  . 


The    flowers    that    kiss    tbc    wimpling  burn. 
And    dew-clad   Jfowans    on    the   l<  i. 

The    water-lily    on    I  lie  lake, 

Are  but    sweet    emblems   a'   of  thee: 

And    while   in    simmer  smiles    tho\  bloom, 
Sae  lovely,  and    sae   fair    to  wee. 

Ill  w<io  their  sweets  «Vn   for  thy  sake. 
The  honnie    lass   of  Woodhouscler. 
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()  BOjrjriF    LASS/F   COAfF.  O I  F.  ft  THF  Bf'BJV. 
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wan  —  der     111     tri'e    them    a     turn;       And     we'll       be       sac      ha|>  — -I>y  in 


f 


\'-ii.-.|(r    (rrti-n    ^lis.le.    Gin    >e  will  cimc,  daw—tie^  and    sif    <>n    ttn  |ddid. 

I— Ik  ■  • 


I  liac  a    wet     d(>t{'t>ie    tliat    tins    ai    in}  htil, 
\nd  that    liulc  <l<>t;t>ie   1    I'fce  uni(>  wcil; 

Kill  ^  II    ^n1!     to   n.x    lrfssi«  ,   and  mair  yin  1  had  i 

II  ^t<'ll  |i<    ti i>   daw-tie, aiwl   sit   on    my    |>lai<J  . 

Txxh  e\s«'s    in  I    ,i    lammic   are  a'   my  wee  flock, 
Vet    I  <1   sell    a  •  lammie  out    o'  my    «mj'   sto<  k, 
'in  I    I>m\    thee  a   head —  lace,  sac  bonny  and  braid, 
Gin        won't  <  <>me,  dawtic,  and   sit  on  my  \>\<t\<i  . 

0  /)/,V^J    7* HIJVK  BOJVJV/F  FASSlE. 


BiisU. 


O  din.Jia  think,hoii_nic   las_su,   I'm    yaun  to    leave    you;    I>in_na  iliink. 


pH  h] 
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come     .i  _  gain     an'     sec     yon  .  Kars     the     fcatt     \<        l>^<       <"         t:  any, 
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).irk\    the   night    an'  ee_rie;    Far's    tlx-   gate  \c   hat    t<>    gant;,     dark's  tlie  niyht  an' 


=3F 


1= 

f£c£j.  J»  J].|    f  ,  ^ 
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ee_rie;   Owre  the    inuir,  an'    thro*  tlie  glen,   Ghaists   may- h.i|>    will    fi  ar     >c,  O 

r    J    r  i 


Brisk.  It's  l>ut  a  night  an'  hat  a  Hay  diat  111  l<        my  tU  rtiic; 
But  a  nighl  an'  ha't  a  ila>  that  Til  leave  m>  dearie; 
Bui  a   nielli   ail*  ha"l  a   da>    thai  Til  leav    m\  ik-arii  ; 
When  the  sun  gacs  west  tin  loeJi,  til  tome  -<<;-iii  an1  mt  the*-, 
ow.  Waves   are   rising'   ocr   sea,  winds    l.law    loud    .in*    leaf   ii'<  i 
Waves   are   riving  o'er  sea,   winds    hlaw    Imirl    an'     l<  ..r  inr; 
Wliitc   the  wave*    hikI    winds  rip  roar,  I  am  wac  an"  dreary, 
An*  gin  \c  I.Te  nie  as  yc   say,  >e  winna  liang  an*  leave  me . 

O  rlinna  think,  honnie  lassie,  lm  «pn  to  leave  vouj, 

Dinna  think,  honnie  la*sic,   I'm  gaim  t<>  leave  yon; 

Dinna  think,  honnie   lassie,    lm  gaim  to  IcaVe  >ou; 

For  let   the  warld   yac  as  it    will    I'll  come  ayain  and   k«C  ynri. 
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LASSIE,  Wl>  7* HE    1  I -V7*   H*H/TF.  LOCHS. 

\ir,  ftothiemurclius  R^nt. 


Las-sie,  wi**  the  lintwhite  lo<ks,    Bon-nie   las-sie,   art_less  las_sio; 

 J—  


£33 


ur  a    r  r 

Wilt    thou     «r    me     tent      tlie      lloiksT     Wilt     thou    ho   nn    dea  -He,  Or  \< 


1? 


nn    "lea  .rie,  O? 


a  J".  ^  :  J*  J*- 

pi 

fHH1- 

M 

na_ture  r  leads    the    flowLrj  1 

 jr. 

•a. 

>  E    . 1  ' — - 

a'   is    youiuf   and  s» 

cet  li 

kc  tl 

ice;  O 

ilt    thou    share  i'1-    j'  >s    x*  i*  me.    Aid    say    thou  It    he    m\    (tea  — rie.  Of 


I..assic    w  i%   Ar<  . 
\n*  when   the   welcome  simmer— shower 
Has  eSiecr'd   ilk   drooping   little  flower, 
W<"||    to   the   hrcat  hi  njf  woodbine  bower 
At    sultry    noon,   my  dearie,  O. 

I.,  as  sic  wi1,   &t<  . 
When  Cynthia  lights,  wi'  silver  r^y, 
The   weary    shearer's    hamcward  way, 
Throuyh  ycl  low  —w  av  i  hjj    fields    we'll  stray. 
An'  talk  o*  love,    my   dcario,  (>. 

I , a s s i e   wi%   Ai<  . 
Ma\   iioei    th<-    howling  wintry  Mast 
Distort'     my    ■  midnight  rest* 

Hut  jiiy   retmi  in  ihy  i'aithfn1  hrcast< 
To    nomforl    thee,    my    dearie,  O. 


K 


HVStJfO    OJf    THE    ROARISTG  OCEA.Y 

<raeli<  Air. 

3 
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Slow. 


iTjciw  Mr. 


Musing  on  the  roar-ing  n-teini  Which  di-vides  my  love  and  me, 

ML 


WSQj  ^  me^  ^  1 1  r  ;  g  g'r 


in. in  ^ 


Wearying  Heav'n,  in  -w  arm    de*.  vo_tion.     Fur    his    weal     where  _  e'er     lie  lie 


r 

Hope    and     fear's    al-ter-iiate    hil_low      YteM-illlf    late    to    lia  _ Hire's  law. 


rz^£j^EEjJ  r  I  j.  r  r 


Ye    whom    sorrow    never    «nu  mlcil, 

Ye    who    never    she«l    a  tear, 
Care   untroubled.  Joy  surrounded. 

Gaudy    day    to    you    is  dear. 
G-eiifle   night,  <lo    thou    befriend  mcj 

Downy  sleep,  thy  curtain  <lraw; 
Spirits,  kind,   again   attend  me, 

Talk   of    him    that's    far  iwi, 


I 


CA  MEROJTIA  JV  FRA  G.MF.Wf. 


si- 


1 1  l  n  ^  r  .r.  a 


Very  Old, 


T  

When  the    son    gaes    oVr    the    hill     at    e'en.    An'    W     to      rest  are 


gane,      It's     then    (hat     I     sac     wae_fu'    sit     Be_si<le    the    Mar_tyrs  slane. 


I('s  then  the  tear  comes  in  my  e'e. 
As   I   sing    (he   sweet    psalm  (line; 

But  there's  nane  to  join  (he  melorlie, 
But   hlythe     angels  ahoon. 

Ojwae  to    thee,  fcl+  Claverhouse, 

To  thine,  an'   a'   the  lave! 
Thou    hast   made   me,   a   -w  idow,  sit 

Beside  a    hluidy  grave. 

Tliou's   made    my    hame  sae  desolate. 

An'  'twere    na    my    bairnies  three. 
This    sod    wad    sune   be    my   resting  place. 


My   three .  kwei't    bairns,  my    bonnie  bairns, 

Yc  yet    may    live    to  see 
Far   better   days   in  Scotland 
Then    is   ordain'd    for  me. 

I'll    nurse    thee    for    thy    father's  sake, 

Wi'   the,  saut    tear   in    my  e'e. 
An'  sit   beside   his    hluidy  grave 


CV  LLODF.JT 

11  n 


Jacobite. 


r        R  3  :.  1  J1  r       }  ~ — JT*  * 


The  heath-cock  craw'd  o'er  muir  and  dale.  Red  raise  (he  sun,  the  sky  was  cloudy  While 


r — p— jto=i 
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r       r   .  :  •  ^  ^        I  -      r      T  r 

must-ring   tar    wi'  dis_  tant   yell,.  The  north-ern   bands  marrhd  stern  and  stea.dv 


r 


i 


f — 


* 


o!    Dunj  an,    Don_ald\     rca_dv!      o!    Dun-can,     D»ii_ald's     rea_.lv!  Wi' 


i 


sword    an'  targe   he  seeks  the  charge.   An'  frae    his    shouther  flings    the'  plai  ilv 


Nae    mair   we   c  hase    the    fleet- foot  roe, 

O'er   down  an1  dale,   o'er    mountain  flyiip; 

But   rush  like  tempests  on    the  foe. 

Thro'  mingled   groans   'I'e  war— note  cryifi*. 
uucan,    Donald's    reailv!  <fcc. 

A   |>rince  is   tome   to    claim    his  ain, 
A  stem  o'  Stuart,  friendless  Charlie: 

What  HieMan"'  han'  its  blade  wa.l  hainf 

What  Highland  heart    behint  wnu'l  tarry? 
O!    Duncan,  Donald's    ready!  Arc. 

I  see   our    hardy  clans  appear, 

The  sun  back  frae  their  blades  is  beaniin"; 
The   south'ren    trump   falls   on    my  ear, 

Their  banncr'd   lion's   proudly  streaming 
Vow,  Donald*',  Duncan's  rea<ly! 
Vow,  Donald*    Duncan's  ready! 
Within   his   hand    he  grasps   his  brand; 
Fierce  is    the  fray,  the  field  is  bloody! 

But   lang   shall    Scotland    rue  the  day. 

She  sa,w  her  Hay  sac   fiercely  living-; 
(,'ulloden's  hills  were  hills   o'  wae: 

Her  laurels    torn,  her   warriors  dying. 
Duncan    now    nae    mair   is  ready, 
Duncan    now  nae    mair   is  ready! 
Tl*r  brand    is    fa'cn    frae  out    his  Iran', 
His    bonnet   blue  lies   stain'd   an'  bluidyl 

Fair    Flora's   ganc    her    love   to  seek; 

Lang   may  she   wail    for    his  rctnrnin'; 
The   midnight   dews    (a-  on   her  check; 

What    ban'  shall   dr\    her    tears   o*  mourin'? 
Duncan   now    nae  mair  is    ready,  <V<  . 


4  0 


A1.ACF.ll    WtF.   ZOVF    ftTA   FAIR  EYJTF., 


S!  ■ 


— Ri 

-Hfh- 

1 — hr 

r  ■■  p%; 

— 1 — rr 

y 1,1  J  ^ 

A-la<  c! 

I  vyte  zour 
■  _  

twa  fair  ey 

F=N=t 

ne  For 

al  ti 

c  dule  <]  1  U ^ 

» — r~"77~ 

fal  n  (hi 

»  r  -i— 

r 

mee;  A_lare!  I    vyte  zour  bean-tie  sheen    Fur  all   tlie  wanhopc  I  in  him  dree. 


Ance  I    wes    blythe   as    bird    fin  reis.* 
Nae  lighter    bert    on    ertb    did    syny  ; 

Now  1  am   wed    till  miserys, 

And    thow    the   cause    fra    q'.k    tbay  sjirintf. 

()!  bad  ye   neir   Inkit    kynd   on  nice, 

Wi1  zour  twa    faire   hot    trea<  licnms  eyne, 

I    ncir  had   thocht   of   luvin  tbce, 

•     My  jiassionn    had    hot    wondir  bene. 

TJiov,    wt|ld    half   bin    lyk   ane   of  tbay 

Brirht    sttrnis    qlj1  shimmer  in   tbe  skie, 

Tfi^i    eyne  may  luik   u)inn    for  aye 
In  jfladness  <|b'.'   it    £lintit  by. 

Rut,  oh!  alaoe!  zour    twa    fair  eyne 

Tbay  glintit    nocbt    lyk   sternis   on  mee; 

In  sutb    thai    \»er   as    bright    and  sheen, 

Hut   sik  fan  Id    (Jlance  thai   mM     not  jfie. 


o!  walv    now    hi    yrcne  wild  schawl 
O]  waly    now   bi    ban<  k   and  brae! 
\nd    walv    bi    the    Abbay  wa, 

Whare   I    and     my    lause    lnve   did  K'ae! 


ltd!  I  ■    I  •■ill 


K 


means  .»  bini<rb  or  branch  of  A   tree  in    old  scotish. 


it  »n    i  it 
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Y  Or\VG  .MAXWELL. 

Air,  Auld   Maj^tfv  Sharp. 


rr 1  i  mi  mJi 


"O  whare  gang  ye,thon  silly  auM  c  ar  le?  And  what  do  ye  carry  thcre?'li 
_A  0  I 


Mil 


f  u  • : 


sheep  their  lair' 


yaun  to    the  liill  side,  thou  so< 


>^-gcr-man\  To  shilt  nny 


^-f-^'i  i  i  "i  i  uinri 


Ac  stride  or  twa  took  the   silly   auld  carle, 
And  a  glide  lang  stride   took    he : 

"I  trow  thou  he  a  feck   auld  carle , 
Will  ye  shaw  the   way  to  me?" 

And    he  has  pane   wi'   the   silly   auld  carle 

Adown  hy  the  greenwood  side; 
"Light  down  and  gang,  thou  sodtjer  man, 

Kor  here  ye  canna  rideV 

He  drew  the  reins  o'  his  honny  grev  steed, 

And  lightly  down  he  sprang; 
Of    the  oomdiest  starlet  was   his  weir— coat, 

Whare  the  gowden  tassels  hang. 

He  has  thrown  a  If  his  plaid,  the  silly  auld  carle, 
And    his   honnet  frae  'hoon  his  hree, 

And  wha1  was  it   hut    the  young  Maxwell  ! 
And   his  gude  hrown   sword   drew  he  . 

"Thou  killd  my  f  ather,  thou  vile  Southron, 
And  thou  kill'l  my  hrethren  three, 

Whilk  hrak  the   heart   o'  my  ae  sister, 
I  lov'd   as   the  light    o'    my  e'e . 

"Draw  out  your  sword,  thou  vile  Southron, 
Red  wat   wi'  hlude  o'  my  kin? 
That   sword   it    crappit    the  honniest  flower 
Ere  lifted  its   head  to  the  son.. 

"There's   ae   sad  stroke    for  my  dear  father, 
There's    twa    for    my  hrethren  three; 
And    there's  ane  to   thy  heart  for   my    ac  sister. 
Wham  I    lov'd  as   the   light    o'   my  e'e!' 


This  hallad  is  founded   on   fact.      A  young   Gentleman  of  the  family  of  Maxwell, 
heing  an  adherent  of  the  Stuarts,  suffered  in  the  general   calamity  of  his  friend-..  Alt' i 
seeing  his  paternal  house  reduced  to  ashes,  his  father  killed  in  its  defenc  e, his  only  sister 
dying  with  grief  for  her  father,  and  three  brothers  slain,  he  assumed  the  habit  of  an  old  shep- 
herd, and,  in  one  of  his  excursions,  singled  out  one  of  the  individual  men  who  hail  ruined  his 
family.    After  upbraiding  him  for  his  c  ruelty,  he  slew  him  in  single  comhat.    The  Air.whhh 
is  very  ancient,  has  generally  been  sung  to  a  foolish  hallad  beginning     1 '  Auld   M  <:_•  o  % 
Sharp  liv'd  on  the  brae   tapV  j, 


4  2 


TO  A  hlJTJfEf. 


.Air,  MacGrilchrist's  Lament, 


•  # 


Chaunt   no  more   thy    ronn_de_lay,  Lovely  minstrel    of   tlie  grove; 


r~7  rq 


r=rr  +  >  m  r  r  ,  r  r  r  ,j 


Charm    no    more    the    hours -  a -way    With     thy     art  —  less     tale     of  love. 


f3— J- 


Chatmt    no    more     thy    roun  _  de  _  lay,     Sad      it      steals     u|>  _  oti     mine  ear; 


7 


Leave,  O    leave    thy    leaf_y   spray.     Till    the    smil_ing-    morn     aj>_  pear. 


Light    of  heart,    thoti    quit'st   thy  song 

As   the    welkin's    shadows  lour, 
Whilst    the   heetlc    wheels  along, 

Humming   to    the   twilight  hour. 
Not    like   thee,  I    <|uit    the  scene 

To  enjoy    night's   halnvy  dream; 
Nor    like   thee,  1    wake  again, 

Smiling  with   the    morning  heam  . 

G  L  F.JT-  .  W4  -H\4LB  r»V. 

Air,  Cadil  git  lo. 


On    the     air_y     Ben  .  ne  -  vis     The    wind     is      a  -  wake;  The 
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boat 


's     on     the     shal-low,     The      shij>       on      the     lake.    Ah!      now  in 


fibrin  iii  r-  r  n  r  f  n 


mo  _  ment     my    conn  _  try     T     leave*     The     next       I        am       far        a   —   w  ay* 


3" 


¥ 


byn,    Oh!      fare      thee     well,      fare     thee     well,    Glen  _  na  _  h' Al  -  byn. 


I  was   j>r"m'   of  ^Jhe  power 

And  the  fame  of  my  chief, 
Ami  (o  raise  them   was  ever 

The  aim   of  my  life  ; 
And  now  in  his  greatness 

He   turns   mc  away, 
When  my    strength  is  decayed, 

And   my  locks  are  worn  grey. 
Oh  J  fare  thee  well,  Sif. 


Farewell   the  grey  stones 

Ol   my  ancestors'1  graves, 
I  go  to  have  mine 

Of  the  foam  of  the  waves  ; 
Or  to    die  tmlamenfcd 

On  Canada's  shore. 
Where   none  of  my  fathers 

Were  gat  herd  before. 

Oh!  fare  thee  well,Jrc. 


Glen_na  -  h'  Alhyn,     or    f ;  1 e 1,  -  more  -  na  -  h'  All>\ n ,    the    great    k'<-ii    of  Caledonia, 
is    a    name    applied     to     the    valley    which    runs    in    a     direction     from    north  -  cast 
to    sooth- west,     the     whole    breadth    of     the     kingdom,    Irom     the     M..r  >  Firth 
at     Inverness       to     the    sound     of     Mull     below    Fort -William  ;     and    Mhi(M  is  ' 
most     filled     with     lakes.  „ 


« 
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. *f . 4  C - /) O  vV. 4  I  t>\S  G *4'fHER I.YG . 


Gaelic  Air. 


Come  a  limy,  my  brave  t)ans,There's  nae  friends  sac  staunch  and  true* 


Come     a  -  long,     f  I  an  —  Do  —  nui),    Frac    'maun'   )»iir  birks  ami    heather  braes; 


Come   with  bold    Mac —Al  _is_ter,  Wil_der    than     hi*.    moun_tain  racs 


Gather,  gather,  gather, 

From   Loch   Morer   to  Argvlc; 
Come    from    Castle  Tuirim, 

Come  from  Moidart  and  the  Isles. 
Macallan    is    the  hero 

That  will    kead   y*u   to   the   field  ; 
Gather   bold  Siolallain, 

Sons    of    them   that    never    yield  . 


Gather,  gather,  gather, 

'Tis  your  Prince  that  needs  your  arm; 
Though  Mac  Connel    leaves  you, 

Dread   no  danger  or  alarm  . 
Come  from   field    and  foray, 

Come  from  sickle  and  from  plough) 
Come  from   cairn   and  correi, 

From  deer-wake  and  driving  too. 


Gather,  gather,  gather, 

Gather  from   l-ochabcr  glens  ; 
Ma<  -Hit -Rannail    (alls  you; 

Dime  from  Tarojdi,  Roy,  and  Socan , 
Gather,    brave  Clan-Donuil, 

Many   sons  of  might  you   know  ; 
I  .<  not  li.ui\    jour    brother  , 

Ati<  htere<  htan  and  Gleinoe. 


Gather,    bold  Clan-Donuil; 

Come  with  haversack   and  cord; 
Come   not    late  with   meal  and  cake, 

But  come  with  durk,  and  gun, and  sword. 
Down  hlto   the  lowlands, 

Plenty  bides    h\    dale  ..ixl  burn; 
Gat  her  j  brave  Clan -Doniril , 

Riches  \\ait    on  your  return. 


YARROW    S t REAM. 
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O  let  us  leave  the  tow  n, my  ln\c<  A  nd  lay  is  down  hy  Yarrow's  strcamM'hcrc 


-J--J-        -J-     .  -,■ 


N — s  N  * 


A-Vril,  gales    a  —  down  the  vales.  Give   soft_ness    to    "the  she-p_herds  rlream;  Well 


i|uit  the  noise  of    pub  — lit     life*    The  ci_t\" 


the      (  i  _  t\  s     c  arc.  Where 


sim_ple    love   rloth   sel_rlom    rove.     But    walks  with    spring   on    Yar_row  lair. 


The   grove, thro'  which    we  stray  at  morn. 

■Will    with    its    musi<     make    us  glad; 
The   yellow     gleam    off    setting1  beam, 

Will    still    a    softer    influence  sited: 
And    ev'ning,  too,   will    hring   ils  charms. 

Such  charms  as  soothe  the  lover's  so  til. 
The    moon's    mild    ray    will    sweeth  |da> 

On    Yarrows    waters,  as    they  roll. 

We'll    love    with    overl  lowing  hearts. 

And  wraj)  us  in  a  golden  dream. 
Tears    of   delight    will    dim    the  sight. 

And   Yarrow    will    an    Kdcn  seem. 
Then    let    us    leave    the    town     my  love, 

A  nil    lay    ourselves    by    Yarrow  s  stream. 
Where    April    gales    ad  own    the  vales 

Give    softness     to     the    lover's  dream. 
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I  rs  .  f  h'AF  H'  SCO'fL*4»VD. 


Jacobite. 


Its   a'  wae    wi1    S<ot_land,    Anil    life     it    is     nae    boon;  It's 


sau    vets     s«  cct    at    e'en  — ii.g      On    mo-ny    a   war— rior's    grave,     But  the 


5 


N  • 


reav_crs*  hoofs  hat   trodden     Wliirc    the    tlus_tle    tap    should  wave 


The    Min    sets    sweet    at  e'ening'; 

But   they  are   far  awa, 
VVha  war!    Iiac  savd    the  thistle's  tap, 

That    now    maun    withering'  la1: 
Yet   the  leal   hearts  o1  Scotland) 

Altho  it    may    seem   la  tig. 
Will  pray  and  hope  that  Heaven 

May   yet  redress    the  v.  rang. 

0  CHF.FVF  (  O.VIF.Vf. 


O  c  hcr-ub  <on_tcnt,  at   thy   moss  cov.cr'd  shrine    Id     all  the  g?) 
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hopes     of    mv    bo_som     rc_sign;     Id     part     with     am_bi_tion  thy 


T 

pres_ence    ap_pears     from     mv    wish_cs    to     fly,    T^ike    the    gold  —  col  — ourrl 


i 


i 


(loud     on-  the   verge  the    sky?     No    lus  _tre      that      hang's      on  the 


m 


r-f^- 

n 

green  willow    tree.    Is  so 

•>>\   J     ■       ]*=  =P= 

±y  1  u  0  ■  

shoi 

■t    as    tl(e  smil 

c   >kl  thy 

l.iMnir    to  nie. 

\—d  J  f  1 — il 

-•- 

In  the  pulse  ol    my  heart   I  have  nourished  a  care, 

That   forbids   me  thy  sweet   inspiration    to  share; 

The  noon  of  my  youth,  slow-departing  I  sc«, 

But   its  years,  as  they  pass,  l>rinl»'  no  lidings  ol  thee! 

()  <  hertih  content,  at   thy  moss-c  over *H  shrine 

I   would  offer  my  vows,  il    Matilda   «crc  mine; 

Could   1  tall   her    my  own,  whom  enraptur'd    1   s<  t  , 

I  would    hreathe   not  a  siyh  hot    to   friendship  and  tint 


O    LEEZE   ME    OJT    I HE   BOWJVIE  LASS 


Air,  Hodgart's  Delight. 


O  leeze  mo  on    the    honnie   lass,  That    I   Ine   best    of   a';  O 


Hi 


leeze    me    on    my    Ma^ri.on,       The     pride      o'      Loch  er  shaw* 


0 


S3 


An 


eel      I      like     ni\      Ma_ri-<>n,     For     love     Minks     in       her  eV 


she     has    vow'd     a      sol.cmn     vow,     She     lo'es     na      ane      but  mci 


■r  e^j 


The    flowers    grow    bonnie  on    the  hank. 

Where    down    the    waters  fa^ 
The    binls    Xing'    l>onnie    in    the  b<>wer, 

Where   red    red    roses  blaw: 
An1   there   wi'   blythe- ami    lightsome  heart, 

Whan   day  has    clos'd    his  e,e^ 
I    wander    wi'   my  Marion, 

Wha   lo\s    na    a  no    but  me. 

Sic    luve   as    mine    an'  Marion\, 

O    may   it    never  la'I 
But    l>l   aye    like    the    fairest  flower. 

That    grows    in    Loclier- s  h aw  : 
My    Marion    I    will    ne^er  forget, 

Until   the   day    I  die, 
For   she    has   vnw'il    a     solemn  vow, 

She    loVs    na    ane     but  me. 


SAF.  FAR  AW  A, 
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O  sari  and  hea_vy  should  1   p.irt.  Rut  for  her  take  *ae  Ur  I  n. 


9 


i 


Sirs 


know-inpr  -what  my  way    may  thwart,    My  na  — tive    land  Tar   a_wa.  Tlioti, 


i 


that  of   a'  things-   Ma-ker   art,   That   I'nrmM    this    fair    sae    far    a  _  >»  a «  Gin 


i  r  j  run  p 


How    true   is    love   to    i>ure  .desert, 

So  love    to    her    sae    far  awa; 
And   nocht   can    heal    my   bosom's  smart. 

While,  Oh,  she  is  sae  far  awa. 
Nane  other    love,  nane    other  dart, 

1  feel,  hut  her's  sae  far  awa; 
But   fairer  never  touch* d    a  heart 

Than    her's,   the   fair   sac    far  a^a. 
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BOJVJVIE    GEORGE  CAMPBELL. 


Very  Old. 


SI. 


y    J-  J- — x  T~ 

Hie  up_on   Hie_lands,    and    laigh   u|>_on     Tav,      Bnn_nie  George 


Cani|>_bell  rode   nut    on    a    day;         He      sad  died,     lie        brid  —  _led,  and 


4  f  r 


to 


gal  —  lant     rode   .lie,  And     hame     cam     his    guid    horse,    but    nev- er    ram  lit.-. 

i 


w 


Out    cam    bis    mother    dear,   greeting    In'  sair, 
And    nnt   cam   bis    boiuiie   bryde     riving   her  hair, 
"My  meadow    lies    green,  and    my   corn  is  unshorn, 
My  barn   is    tit   build,    and    my   baby's  unborn?' 
********         *  * 

*    *    *  ~*    *    *    *    *     *  * 


7///?   HAZLEWOOD  Wl'fCH. 


Air, Kcllybuni  Braes. 


For  m<>_  ny    lang  years   I    hae    heard     frae     my     Gran  _nic,  Of 


f  v  f 


r 


brown-ies  and  boggles  by  yon  cas-tle  wa',   Of"  auld    with-er'd    hags,  that  were 


7)    r       *  J-a  f      r,  •■.  r 

nev.er  thought  can_nie,  An'  fair_ies  that  Hanoi  'till    they  heard  the  cock  craw .  I 


3 


P 


m 


leugh    at     their    talcs;     an'     last     nwk     i1     the     gloam  —"■  in%     I    dari  —  dcrVl 


ane    dnwn  the    H az  —  le  _wood  green;    A  —  las!    I    was  reck_less,    an'  rne  sair  my 


h<Xi_  n 


P 


I   thought    ci*  the    ^hrm    in    a    frosty    night    giant  in*, 
Whan  a'  the  lilt    round   them    is    cloudless    an'  blue; 

I   looked  again,  an'  my   heart    fell     a  dancing; 

Whan    I    wad    hae   spoken,  she   glamoured    my  moil". 

O  wae  to  her  cantrips!    for  dumpishM    I  wander; 

At   kirk  or  at    market   there's    nought    to   b'e  seen; 

For  she    dances    afore   me   wherever    I  dander. 

The   Hazlewood    witch    vrf'   the    bonny    black  een. 


5<2 


Air,  The  Weaver's  Mart  h. 


r 


Where  Cart  rins  row-in   to   the   sea.   By   mo_ny    a     flow'r  and 


je  r  |  J  J— J  rlp^fr  | 


[llf j  j  ^  J 

spreading  tree,Thcr« 

ir>L  ^  f  J 

T 

•V  lives  . 

|* 

i  lad,  the  1, 

id  for  me,  H 

e  is    a    jjal_lant  V 

fcav-cr.  o! 

mm 

-— J-T 

1  —  — ■ 

JU  j  J,  j| 

J  1 

Jr    '  f  J 

 : —      ■  _ 

I    had  •  yoo_ers  afigfhl   or  nine,  They  $fied  me  ring's    dinl   rib-hons   line,  And 


iji  j  i  au 

to 

was  fc. 

r'd  m\' 



heart  wrtt 

1 

1 

l<l  ty 
mf  1 

1  # 

ne,  An 
■ 

\  l 

gfied    it    to    the  Wes 

iv_ei 

 i 

1  ' 

J — | 

My  daddic  Kijfn'H  my  tocher  — hand 
To  tfi<  the  lad  that  has  the  land, 
But    tn    my    heart    I'll    add    my  hand, 

And    give    it     to    the    Weaver. - 
While   hirds   rejoice   in    leafy  howcrs; 
While    hcc.s    delight    in    opening'  flowers! 
While   corn    grow*    green    in    simmer  showers, 

I    lfiv<    my   i<  .(II  .mi  Weaver. 


The  HiGH l«4jwkr. 


5Z 


r  r  \  >  fi  j  i  j 


w  r  f  n- 


T 

Highlander  sped  to  his  youthful  a_bode;    Fair   vis_ions   «>l    home  checr'd  i lie 


3c 


Till    spent  -with  the  march,  that  still  lengthened  "before  him. 
He  stopped  by  the  way  in  a  svlvan  retreat; 

The  light  shady  boughs  of  the  birt  h-tree  wived  o'er  him, 
And  the  stream  of  the  mountain    fell  soft  at   his  Tect. 

He  sunk  to  repose   where   the  red    heaths  are  blended. 
One  dream  of  his   childhood    his    fancy  past  o'er; 

But  his  battles  are  fought,  and  his   march  it  is  ended, 
The  sound  of  the    bagpipe    shall    wake   him    no  more. 

No  arm  in   the  day  of  the  conflict   could    wound  him, 
Though  war  launched    her  thunder  in    fury  to  kill; 

Now  the  angel  of  death  in   the  desert   has    found  him, 

Now  stretched  him  in  peace  by  the  stream  of  the  hill. 

Pale  Autumn   spreads  o'er   him  the   leaves    of  the  Wrest. 

The  fays  of  the  wild  chant   the  dirge  of  his  rest; 
And  thou,  little  brook,  still    the  sleeper  deplores!. 

And    moistcnest   the   heath-bell   that   weeps  on  his  breast. 

Many  years  ago,  a  poor  Highland  soldier,  on  his  return  to  his  native  bills,  (.._ 
tigued,  as   it  supposed,  by  the  length  ol   the  march  and  the  heat  of  (he  xvcil, 

cr,  sat  dowii  under  the  shade  of  a  birch-tree    on  the  solitary   road  of    Low  ran, 
that  winds  along  the  margin  of  Loch   Ken    in   Galloway.     Here    he   was  round 
dead,  and   the   incident    forms    the   subject    of    the    above  verses. 
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The  simmer  gloamijvS 


Air, 

The  Shepherd's  Son. 

The 

mid— ges  dance   a— boon  tlx 

'  n  f  "  r 

5  bu 

rn,Tlie 

dews  begin  to   fa';  Tlie 

■  ■ 

.  s 

i  r  ^  rri 

fial 

r  .  J 

r- tricks  dtwi 

i  tlie    rush_y    howm  Set 

—  r  r 

tlieir  e1 

en_ing      ca1-,  Nov* 
— 0  1 

'     r  r  I 

N  ^  


load    and    <  lear     the     black- bird's     sang    Ring's  thro'  the  briery  shaw,  "Wliile, 


flcet-ing  gay.  the  swal-lows  iday    A -round    the    cas-tle  wij 


Beneath  Hie  gowdcti  gloanrffi  sk> 

The  mavis  mends  his  lay, 
Tint   redbreast  fionrs  »fs  sweetest  strains 

To   <harm   the    ling'rttig  day » 
While  weary  yetdrms  scent  to  wail 

Their  litfK    nSmHingpi  torn* 
The  merry  wren,  ffa#  deft  to  den, 

0MK  jinkirr  fhrvfl  the  thorn. 


Tlie  roses  fauld    their  silken  leaves, 

Tlie  foxglove  shuts  its  hell, 
'I  he  honey- suckle  and  the  birk 

Spread  fragrance  thro'  the  dell. 
Let  others  trowel   the  giddy  court 

Of  mirth  and  revelry, 
The   simple  joy*  that  nature  yields 

Are  dearer  far  to  me . 


•->-> 


M  A  C  1.  E. 4  jr'.S  WE  1.  COME, 


From  the  Gaelic. 


7 


f'ome  oVr  the  s  frcam,Charl*e«  dear  Charlie,bravc  CharHe»Come  o'er  the  stream 
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Char lit , a nd  dine  with  Maclean;  Anrl  though  you  he  weary,  we'll  make  your  heart 


m- 

■ — , 

m—i 

m 

m  1 

» 

m=?m 

 H 

bring    down   the  trat  k  deer,  "Well  bring  down   the   Mat  k  steer.  The  lamb  frum  the 


hreek-an,  and  doe  from  the  glen;      The  salt    sea  we'll  harry,  and  bring    to  our 


3E 


Charlie,    The    treatr     from     the    both-),    and     turd     from     the  pen 


i 


Come  oer  the   stream,  Charlie,  Am  . 
And  you- shall   drink  freely   the  dews  of  Glen— Sheerly, 

,  That   stream   in  the    star-liyht,  when  kings  <h>   not    kt  n; 
And  deep  be  your  meed  of   the  wine  that   i-i  red. 

To  drink  to  your   sire,  and   his  friend  the  Miiclmn, 

Come  o'er  the  stream,  Charlie,  &t  . 
II   aught    will  invite  you,  or  more  will  delight  >«>u, 

'Tis  ready,  a   troop  of  our  hold  Highlandman 
Shall  range  on  1hc  heather,  with  bonnet  and  feather, 

Strong  arms  and  broad    t  lay  mores,  three  hundred  and  ten. 
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MA  GOV    I  .  IVDF.R 


1) xl  f 


r — t=r- 


Wha  wnl.na   he  in  love.  Wi1  bon_nic    Mag_gy    Liu  ..der1?  A 


* 


V — g — K 


pi  —  per    met     licr    g'aun    to    File,     And    spier'd    -what    was*!   liiej  c  a\l  her.  Right 


m 

—  — •  - 

SCO 

rn_l  ill  — 

ly  site 

an  — swer'd     him,  "Be 
— p  

U^r  ■ 

—  gone    v<    h al  -  la n  _ s h a  —  kc r .  Jogg 

'Magg y J,<| u «>t li  he,  and  b>    m)  hags, 

I'm    fidgin   lain  In  see  thee; 
Sit  down  by  me,  my  lionnic  bird. 

In  troth  I  winna  steer  thee: 
For  I'm  a  piper        my  trade, 

My  name  is   Rob  the  Ranter; 
The  lasses  loup  as  they  were  daft, 

When  I   hlaw  D|)  my  chanter. 

Piper,  quoth  Mcg"hac  ye  your  hag's; 
_^      Or  is  your  drone  in  order? 
IT  ye   he    Rob,   I  ve  heard    of  you; 

Live  ye  upon    the  border? 
Tin    lasses    a%  haith    far  and  near, 

Mac    In  ard    o'    Rob    the  Ranter; 


Then  to  his  bags   he  flew  wi*  speed. 

About  the  drone  he  twisted; 
Meg  up  and  \sallop'd   oVr  the  green, 
For   brawly  could    she  frisk  it. 
"Weel  donej'qiiotli  hc:'play  ap'?qnoth  she: 

"Wecl  boh'd?' quoth  Rob  the  Ranter; 
"'Tis  worth  my  while  to  play  inilced, 
When   I  hae  sic  a  dancer." 

"Wctl-  hac  yoti   play'd  your  part,  quoth  M<  g 
""Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimsoni  ■ 
There's   nane  in   Scotland    |>1  .i >  «-  sae  wtel, 

Since  we  lost    Habhy  Simpson*. 
I've   liv'd    in   Fife,  haith   maid  and  wile.. 
These  ten  years  and    a  quarter; 


Til   shake  my    fool   «i'  right   good-will.       Gin  ye  should   come  to   AnstVr  fair, 
Gil  yeNl   hlaw  up  your  chanter!'  Spier  >c  lor   Maggie    1 .  ..  u  .1 .  r .', 

K 


O  M ALLY'S   MF.FK*  MALLY's  SWF.E'f. 


O  M  ally's   meek,    Mall***  swoel,     M-iMy's    mo_det>t    jo<i    'lis'  rcct, 

7— r?  JT 


Mal-ly's    rare,     Mal_ly\    <air,      Mal-ly's     ev*  -  r>      v-*i     <  o«j  _  j.J<it<t, 


5© 


I     was     w  .il  k  _  intr    up    tin     street,    A    harelit    maid    I    (haiird   «.<>  o>e<  i ;     B  fi t 


O    the  roarl    was    ve  _  rv     hard.    For   that    lair     maiden's    tender  leet, 


Mally's    meek,  Ace. 
It   were    mair  meet     that    those    fine  leet 

Were  w  eel  lard  up  in  silken  shoon. 
And   'twere    mair    fit     that    she    should  sit 

Within   yon   ehariot  jfilt    aboon.  \ 


Mally's    meek,  &c. 
Her   yellow    hair,    beYOJld  compare. 

Comes  t ri n k li n tjf  dowh  her  s\,.in—  white  ne«k< 
And    her   two  eyes,  like   stars   in  skits. 

Would    keep  a    sinkiny  ship    frae  wrcik. 
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7'N e  BLUE-BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND. 


Ol.l  Set. 


O    where,  »nd     O    where    does    your    Hieland     laddie    dwell?  O 


mm 


here,    and      O      where      does      your       Hie  _  land        lad  _  die        dwell?  H( 


mm 


C  6. 


dwells    in    merry     Scotland,  where   the    blue-bells    sweetly  smell,  And  all  in  my 

k 


7'  l  '  l  L; 


heart    I    love   my   lad-die    well.      He   dwells     in     mcr.ry     Scot  —  land,  where  the 


blue-bells    sweet— ry   smell.     And    all    in    my   heart   I     love    my    laddie  well. 


W 


'I'HE   BLUE-BELLS   OF    S(  O'l'LAND.      Modern  Set. 


i        7  T 

O    where,  and    O    where-    does    your  Hit-land  laddie  ducllr  O 
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7 — T 


i  here,    and      O      -where      does      vour     Hie  — land      lad  _  die  dwell! 


dwells   in    merrv    Scotland,   where    the    Idtii-hills  sweetly  smell,    And„.all   in  in> 


r   u  J  r 


£1 


i 


^  * 


P 


3 


J    r  r — 4  '  4  '  1  •  *.  ^    J    *  J 

heart    I    love    mv   lad_die  well.     He    dwells    in    mcr.rv    Scot  — land,  where  the 


m 


m 


blue— hells  sivect-ly   smell*     And   all    in    my    Near!    1     love  my  laddie  well. 


m 


O  what,   lassie,   what  does    your  Hieland    laddie  wear? 
O  what,   lassie,  what  does  your    Hieland    laddie  wear? 
A   scarlet  eoat  and  hanncf  hltre,  with  honnie  yellow  hair. 
And   nane  in  the  warld  can  with    my  love  compare'; 

O  where,  and   ()  where   is  your  Hieland    laddie  ym<  ? 

O  where,  and   O  where   is  your  Hieland    laddie  gam? 

HeV  gone  to  tig-lit  for  George  our  king,  and  left  me  all  alaiie. 

For  noble  and   l>rave\    mv  loval    Hiela  nd ma  n  • 


O  wllcn,  and  O  when  will  your  Hieland  lad  i  mm  hamc? 
O  when,  and  O  w  hen  will  >  our  Hieland  lad  come  ham<  ? 
When  e'er  the  war  is  over  hell  return  to  me  with  fami  . 
With   the   heather  in  his    hart  net.  my  gallant  Hielandman 


f>o 


HF  ft  H>4tti  WUS  LiFF  TH  F  C  ROM  LA  JHtSf* 

Air,  Nl'irna, 


^^^^ 


H«t  hair  w  <ts  like  i lie  f'roniU    mist.  When  evening  sun  he-am* 


r 

lf»m       the      west,       Bright       wn       the       eye      of      Mor-  na.  When 


In       — ty      wept-     the      war  rior's     fall.       Then     lone     and      dark  was 


g — E 


Kin  gal\       hall,        Sad       was        the        love  ly       Mor  na. 


()  lovely  were  the   hlue-ey'd    maids,  Sad    was   the    hoary   minstrel's  song, 

That   Mint*  peace   to   the   warrior's   shade.  That    died    the    rustling-   heath  among, 

But    none    so   lair  as    Morna.  "Where   sat    the  lovely  Morna. 

Her  hallovwl   tears   hedew'd    the  hrake,  It  slumherVl    on  the  placid  wave, 

That  wav'd    beside  <l.irk    Or  ma's   lake,  It  eeho'd  thro1  the  warrior's  cave, 

Where  wander'd    lovely  Morna.  And   sigh'd  again  to  Morna. 

The   luro's    plumes    were    lowly  laid; 
In    Fingal's    hall   each    hlue_ey'd  maid 

Sung  peaee  ant|    rest    to  Morna. 
The  harp\   wild    strain    was  p^st  and  gone. 
No   more  it   whisptr'd    to    the  moan 

Of   lovely  Hying  Morna. 


77/  F    LASS    OF  LiriJVGSfOJVE. 
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Slow  ly 


Oh!  wha  will   dry  the  dreevinff   tear,  She  sheds  her   lane,  she 


sheds    her    lane?     Or      ulia       the       ho  it  _  nic        lass        will        cheer.?  1  Of 


nil  -r n 


r«iv  _  i  n  jf  _  st  one ,        of      Liv  _  ing'_  stone?      The     croun     was     half  on 

r  P  f 


i1  N  1  i  i 


m\ 

Char-die's    head,  Ac 

K  lad  _  soi 
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ne  da 
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yi  ae 
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y  lad  _  son 
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v;    The     lads  thai 

rfr47 
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should    ffie   joy    to  hir 
 1  f~ 

n,  Arc 

in     1 1 

ie  (la; 

,       are  i 

•  1 

II  tl 

C     «  la>  . 
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r-Hr-j  1  1  [— f? 

11      1      '   1  j:  r  =f=* 

Her  wad  len    point   was    \vj  I  d   and  made. 
It    ne'er  was  on,   it    ne'er  was  on, 

Cnlloden  field,  his   lowly  heel, 

She  thoiitrht    i/jion,    shq   thomrlit  upon. 

The  hloom    has    faded   frae  her  <  lu  ck 

In  yolithfii1  prime,    in    yonllifii'  jirime; 

And  sorrows   with'riny  hand   has  done 
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XFD  GLEAMS  1HF  SUJT. 


Air,  Nicl  Gow  . 


Red  fleams  the  sun  on  yon  hill  taj>,The  dew  sits  on  tlic  j>ow.jn;  Deep 


1  1  1  , 

1 



— * 

 •  •  

murmurs    thro'  lier    glens  the    S]>ey,    A— round    Kin_ra_ra     row.an,  Where 


Jl  1 1  in  l  r r^  r  r 


art    thou,  fair_est,    kind_est    lassf   A_las!    wcrt    thou   hut     near      me,  Thy 


m 


#¥  M  1  J  J  i 

gen_tle    soul,  thy    n>elt_ing°     e>'«>  Wot 
p'         ^             f  J          f                   j  - 

ild    ev  _  er     ev_er    cheer  m< 

nn  j  nr 

I  1|  |  

The    lavrock     sings  ; 

4 

rniang  the  clouds, 

11 

The  Iamhs  they  s|>ort  so  cheery, 
And   I  sit  weeping  hy  the  hirk, 

O  .where  art   thou,  my    dearie  ? 
Alt  may  1   meet    the    morning'  dew, 

.Lang-  greet    till    I  he  weary, 
Thou  canu.i,    winna,  gentle  maid, 
Thou    (anna    he   my  dearie. 


.WI^JTA's    FARF.h'F  LL  tO  C  LFV*F.LA  JITD  . 

Zetland  Melody. 
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Min-nw  go.   Where   Heeds  of  glo-ry    lead    to  fame!  The     handV  of    deatli  neVr 


par— ted  two  With  faint-er  liojie  to  meet    a— gain  .     'Tis    thine    from    Zet— land's 


n  r  -n fig  rT  nug  | 


■ — • 


i  <iHvt    to    roam,  To   hid  each    mountain    scene  a_dieu,    And    soon,  1     feel,  the 


r  r 


if 


time  will  come,  "When  I,  a -las!  shall    leave  tticm  too. 


'Tis  not   mid    revelry   and  jo\, 

That  Minna  claims    a    thought  irom  thee; 
'Tis  not  mid  vine— cups  sparkling'  high, 

That   I  would   hid   tlicc  pledge   to  nic! 
But  oh!    mid  war   or  tempest's  roar, 

When  o'er   the   surge    thy  hark  is  burnt. 
Think  on  the  maid  on  Zetland's  shore, 

Whose  prayers  are  mingling  with  the  storm. 

And  oh!   if  earthly    joy  can  cheer 

A  heart  f^st  wending  to  the  grave, 
'Twill  he  thy  much-lov\l  name    to  hear 

F.nroll'd   among  the  good    and   hrave  : 
To  hear  a  nation   swell   the  praise 

Of  luni,  whose  deeds  of  valour  drew 
The   cheer   that   daring   outlaws  raised, 

And  plaudits   from     the  chanting   crew  . 


f>4 


BOJTJTIF    R.4Jf   'f  HE   RVRJViF.  DOWJT. 

Chorus.  Air,  Cawdor  Fair. 

s 


Bon  — nie    ran    tlic    burn  — ie     d<ran,      Wan  —drin     and    win  — din; 

J  J—    J   I     .  J 


i 


mm 


Sweet  —  ly    sang    the     birds     a  —  boon,       Care      nev  —  er     min  —  din!  The 


yen— tie     mui  _  mer     wind     W<«     tlieir    nur_sie    salt    and     kind.    And  it 


6— Is  


T"  T  ,      ,  Knd  with 

rock— et     them,  and    rock_et     them,    All    in     their    how  rs    sae    htc.       tj  Chos 


4 


- 

The  mossy  rock  was  there, 
And  the  water  lily  fair, 
\nd  ilie  little   trout    wad  sport  ahout, 
All   in   the  sunny  beam. 
Bonnie  ran,  Ate. 

Tho'  summer  days  be  lan<r 
And    sweet    the   birdies,  sang, 
The  wintry   night    and  chilling  blight 
Kcej>  aye  their  eerie  rotin . 
Bonnie  ran,  Jrc. 


And  then  the  burn's  like  a  sea 

Roarin  and  reamin; 
Nae  wee  bit    sangstcr's    on   the  tree, 

But   wild    birds  screamin. 
Bonnie   ran,  &t. 

And    mv  sweet    sunny  morn 
Was   like  tho  ripplin  burn. 
Or   simmer    breeze    amang    the  trees, 
And    linties    lilting  blythc. 
Oh!  that    the    past    I    might  forget, 

"Wandrin    and  weepin; 
Oh!  that    aneath    the    hillock  green 
Sound    I    were  slcepin! 


h'EfLL  MEE't  BES/DE  THE  DVStfY  GLEJT. 

Air,  The  brier   bush.        2'J  Set 
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We  11    meet  be_sirle   the   dus-  ky  glen,  on  yon   burn    side.W  here  the 


bush  —  es     f<irm     a     ooz  _  ie      ilen.      on       \on        burn        side;       Tli'i'  the 


i 


broom  _  y      knowes     be    green,     Vet    there    w  c     nuv     be     seen;      But  •we,ll 


i  .  r  J.  r  ji  4 


meet         we'll      meet      at     e'en,      down     bv     von      burn       siile  , 


I  II    lead    thee    to    the    hirkin   bow  r,  on  yon  burn  side, 
Sae  swcetl\   novo  svi'  woodbine  ll(iw'r,nn  yon  burn  side; 

There  the   roses   bloom   sac  fair, 

T.liere  s<<uicl\    sports   the  hare, 
There  well  pledge  our  love  sent  ere,  down  by  yon  hnrn  side. 

Awa,  yc  rude  unfeeling  crew,  Irac  yon   burn  side; 
Those  lair^  -scenes  are  no   for  vou,  bv    yon  burn  side; 

There  Fancy  smooths   her  theme, 

Bv  the  swcctlv   murm'ring  strum. 
And  the  mc  k-lodg'd  echoes   skim,  down  by  yon  burn  side. 

Now  the  planting  taps  arc  ting'd  «i'  good,  on  yon  burn  side. 
And  gloamin  dravnt   her  foggy  shroud     o'er  yon  btirn  sid<  ; 

Far  frac  the  noisy  stent, 

III  through   the  fields  al.tnt; 
There  well    meet  — mv   ain   dear  Jean',  down   l>v  von  burn  side. 


I 


SO.VG    OF  SEL+WA 


Pl.ii  hi  i  \  t 


Sc»  ond  Vou  c  . 


It  is  night,   I  am    a_lone,    for. lorn    on    the    hill    of    storms]  The 


It  is   night,  I  am    a.lone,    for.  lorn    on    the    hill    of    storms!  The 


i 


— •  d  + 

winrl    is    heaid     in    the    mountain,      the    torrent    shrieks    down    the    rocks!  No 


M  J  i  0  j  ni.i  i 


wind    is    heard     in    the    mountain,      the    torrent    shrieks    down     the    rorksj  No 


mm 


mm 


hut     re_teives    me    from    the    rain,    for— lorn    on    the     hill    of    winds;  Rise, 


M  li  i ;  r  ^Lil  I  liflini  I  Hi 


hat     receives    me    from    the    rain,    for.  lorn    on    the     hill    of    winds.  Rise, 


n 


ion,    f rum  ~1>e _  hind    thy    clouds!      Stars    of  the  night    ap-pear!    Lend  me 

.,1  i  n  ,  •'ft.  ■  '  ■  ■  ■  t.iflr.^ — .  >. 


i,    fr<im    he.  hind    thv    clouds!       Stars    off  the   night    ap.pearl     Lend  me 
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lijfht   to    the    pla<  e    where    my    love   rests    from    tlie  toil   of  the   chare ;  His 


light    to    the    place    where    my    love    rests    from   the   toil    of  the    ihaiej  His 


how      near  him  un-strung,  His  dogs  panting  »_rounc|  him.   But   here  1  must  sit  a_ 


h"w      near  him  <i  u -strung',   His  dogs  panting  a— round  him.    But   here  I  must  sit  a  — 


jnr  r  u 


il 


lone-    hy   the   rot  k    of  the    mos- sy  stream;    The  stream   and    the  wind    roar,  nor 


tan     I     hear    the    voice    of    my     love,     the     voire     i>t     my  love. 


I    coft    a     stanc    rf'     has  _  lock    -woo.     To      mak     a      wch  to 


i 


f     f  =F=f 

John  nie       uij  iF"'       John  Die      is        m>        on  _  _  ly        jo,  I 


'  ■  r 


lo*e      him      hest      o1      on  _  y      yet.        The     <ar  —  <lin     ot,     the     spin  —  nin 


me      a     n'roat,      The      tay  _  lor      staw      the      lyn  _  in       o't . 


?mcf  I   fir  f  1  J  i  0*1*3  j 


For   ih. niali   his   lofks   be   lyart  gray, 

Anrl    thouyh    his    hrow   he   held  ahonn, 

tc<    I    h.<«-  seen    him,  on    a  May, 

Tin    l»ri »l f •   of    a'   the  parishon. 
The  carrfin  t>  t ,  <t <  . 


.wr  pe Gar's  face 
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Slowly.' 


*^ — 4- .  -J-  " 

££e     might      warm;      My     Peg  _  gy's      worth,    mv     Peg _  g\\    min  i,  Might 


N 

charm    the    first    of  li 

u_  man  "kind. 

I 

love     my    Peff.ujV  i 

J        *  9  L_ 

in  _t»>rl    air,  Hc» 

m 


i 


ii 


face      so      trn  _  ly      heaven  _  ly       fair,        Her        na    _   ti\c  t;ra<c 


voir 

of      art,      But      I  a 

—  ilore       my       Pcif  _  y  \  *^  hc«ri 

Tlic    lilv's    line,    the    rove's  d\o, 
The  kindling'  lustre  »l  an  eje; 
Who   hut    owns    their    magic  s\v»y, 
Who     lint     knows    thc\     all    >lc<  a\  ! 
The  tender    thrill,    the    ni tying  tear, 
The   generous   |>ur«>ose,     nohly  d«..i. 
The   gentle    look     that     r.ig'e  disarms; 
Tlusc,    these    arc    all    immortal  <h«im 


»: 


pvT  The  Goyrjr  vpojst  The  bishop. 

■Very  Old. 


whe  y'  The  days  They  are  lajtg. 


j*  £  Kr  fe  -£i 

'             When  the  dai 

r 

fs  tliey  arc  Inn^-,  an1  the 

r 

fields  they  grow  green,  Fal 

J  ■    r  \) 

'     I  1 
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foiith  o'  l»inl«  an'   la-dies    too,    Wi'   tad*   an1    lass_ie*     nae     that     lew;  An"1 


oil!   the  sport  is    rare    to   view,    Fa  I     lal     lal     l.il,    la     fa     la      ra  . 


r  JT]  1 1 ; 


There's   mony   a   filly  come   in    on    the  score,  Fal   lal,  Azc. 
Wi'  galloping  graith,  Clad    ahint    an'  afore,  Fal    lal, Arc. 

Our  ancient   wager  for  t<»  win, 

The   prize  nae  less  than  forty  pun'; 

To  sec  them  is  the  hest  o*  fun,  Fal  lal, Arc. 

The  rotit   the  town  officers    held    at  command,  Fal  lal.  An  . 

And    haillics  wi'  hall.erts   weel    scour d    in   their   hand,  Fal  lal.  Arc 
To  clear  the  course,  the  cause  was  glide, 
An'  guide  the  rabble,  wild  an'  rude, 
For  ilka    ane  on   tip-tae  stood,  Fal    lal,  Arc. 

Now  Kirklield    trae   hraw    I.esmahago   came,   Fal    lal,  Arc. 
Our  siller  nae  doubt,  for  to  tak  wi'  him  hame,  Fal   lal.  Arc. 

But  tho'  he  cam  wi'  noise  an'  din, 

The  beast  was   unco   laith   to  rin; 

In  short   the    lad    was    ahin,  Fal    lal.  Arc. 

An'  Gientowins   horse    be  was    sairly  out-worn,  Fal   lal, Art. 
That   mornin'  he  gat  a  haill    lirlet  i>'  (orn,  Fal    lal,  Arc. 

His  groom  kept  him    but  carelessly, 

Tho',  had    he  led    him  soberly 

'Twas  thought    he  wad    hac  won   the  grcc,  Fal  lal,Ar(. 

But   King  lt  dore's  /mare    she  brak  all   at  the   first,  Fal    lal, Art. 
Sax  paces  an'  mair  alorc  a'   (he   rest,  Fal  lal,  Arc. 

She  was   sae  supple  an'  sac  stout, 

She   led   the   lave  a'  round  about, 

An'    cam   in   first  —  as  she  grade  out,  Fal    lal,  An  . 

Now  Gientowins    horse    he  could   do    nae  mair,  Fal    lal.  Arc. 

An'  Kirklicfs     oYr    heavy   to  hae  ony   share,  Fal    lal.  Arc. 
Sac    Kingi  edore's    brown   bonny  mare 
Set   alf  wi'  a'  our  dainty  gear, 
An'  caper d  cronslj  thro'  the  fair.  Fal  lal,  Ar<  . 
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THE   FLOWER    OF  AMOCHRIE. 


Air,    Days  of  Tore. 


"O  cam  ye   friend    a_cross    the    hill?  Or     cam    ye  friend 


o'er      the     lea?    Or,    saw     ye,      in        the       wood  _   y         vale,  The 


i  r  [  jhTi  r  r  _r  r  r r  r  r 


love—  Iy  flower    o'   A_  moch_rie?   *I    came    not    'cross    flic  heathy  hill,  Nor 


canM       I      oVr      the       flow',    ry       lea;      How     voxM      I      know,  in 


f  r.  t  u 


yon      green     vale,      The      love  _  Iy      flower      o'      A  _  moth  _  rie  .' 


?  ' 


B 


"Saw    ye    Aurora  at     the  dawn, 

Or  f  h.«»dlc»s  Oiooh  oVr  «^vilin  »ra? 
Oh! then  you'd   know,  upon  the  lawn, 

The  lonely  floorer  o*  Amorhrlc, 
Her  rheeko    the    rtrddA    mornfntf  vie, 

Hfr  ri"  I  ,  the  *r».«w  <ac  fair  to  »ec , 
Her   eTe»»,  the    MM    #»♦  winter  sl»j, 

The    lovel}    flower  o*  Ainothrle/* 


I  H  E  HOED  EH  h'lDOJr's  LAMENT. 
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r  T* 

love  built  nie  a  b 

oiinic  how  r,  A  IK 

tlad 

3~  • 

it  a1  wi* 
f — #-i  1 

li-ly  flow'r 

;  a 

braw.cr  bowV  ye  ne'er  did  see,  Than  my  true    love  he    built    lor  mo 
9+± 


There   fame   a   man    by  middle  day, 
He  spied    his    sport    and   went  away, 
And   brought   the   king  at    dead   of  nigiit, 
Who  brake  my  howV,  an. I   slew    my  knight. 

He  slew  my   knight,  to  me  sae  dear! 
He  slew  my   knight,  and    poinVl   his  gear! 
My  servants  all   for  life  did  flee, 
And  left   me  iti  cxtrcniitic! 

I  sew'd   bis  sheet,   making    my  mane; 
I  watch d   the  corpse,  myself  alanej 
1   watch'd    bis  body  nig'bt  aiul  day; 
No   livingf  creature  came  that  way! 

I    took   his   body  on    my  back, 
And  whiles  1   gaed,  and  whiles   I  sat; 
I  digg'd   a   grave  and    laid    him  in, 
And  bapd  htm  with  the  sod  sae  green! 

But    think   na  ye  my  heart   was  sair, 
When   I   laid  the  mould  on    bis  yellow  hair! 
()  think   tia   ye  my   heart    was  wae, 
When   I    turn'd   about    axsa    to  gar! 

Nac  living  man   1 11/ love  again, 
Since  that    my   lovely  knight    is  slain! 
Wi<  ae  lock  of   his  yellow  hair 
111   (bain   my    heart    for  evermair! 


I 
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MERRY  MAY  '/'HE  KEEL  ROh\ 


As   I    t  ame    down    the   Can    o1  _  gate.    The    Can- o<_  gate,  the 


-. — 

tlx 

keel      row,  the 

A  r  — r 

 f  » 

keel  r< 

w,      the       keel  row? 

h 

=i= 

Mer  —  ry  m 

\^^= 

»y      the       keel      row,  Th< 

:  shi 

p  that 

4= 

111' 

uiy      loves  in. 

My   love   he  wears 

i  

ri   bonnet , 

A  bonnet,  a  Imnnet, 
A   snawy   rose  noon  it, 

A  dimple  on    his  chin. 

O  merry  may  the  keel   row,  Act'. 

ROR  RORYSO«v\s  ROJVJVET'. 


Ye\\    a'    ha"e    heard     tell      O'     Roh      Rory_snn\     hoji-net,  Ye1!! 


a"  ha'e  heard   tell  o".Roh    Rory_sons  l.on_net; 'Twas     no  for  it_sel,  'twas  the 
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Tliis    bon_net,    that    theek  _  it    fits  won_dcr_fu'    head,  Was   his.    shel _  ter  in 


W  1 1  !  I 


i 


win  _  ter,   in     Mim.mcr    liis     shade,    And     at    kirk,    or     at.     mar  —  ket , 


f 


f 


i  n  wain 


Sytn 
—fit 


bri_dals,    I    ween,    A    l>raw    gaw_<ier  bon_net     tliere    ne.vcr  was  seen. 


/asp 

i    J  .  i 

I  g  s  1  

1  J  :  1  U_l  

Wi'  a  round   rosy  tap,  like  a  meikle  l>lac  k-boyd, 

It  was  slouch'd  jnsf   a    kenning'  on  either  hand  side; 

Some   maintain'!   it   was  bla<  k,  some  maintain'!  it  was  blue, 

It  had  something'  o'  bait tt  as  a    body  may  trow. 

But,  in  sooth,  I  assure  you,  for  ought  that    1  saw, 

Still  his   bonnet  had   naething  uncommon  ava; 

Tho'  the   haill  parish  talk'd  o'    Rob  Ron  sonV  bonnet, 

'Twjs    a'  for  the   marvellous   head   that    was   in  it. 

That  head  let  it  rest  it  is  now  in  the  mools, 

Tho'  in  life  a'  the  warld  beside  it  were  fools; 
Yet  o'  wliat  kind  o'  wisdom  his  head  was  possest, 
Vane  ken'd  but  himself  sac  there's  nane  that  will  miss'f. 
But  there's  some  still  in  life,  wha  eternally  blame, 
Wha  on  buts  and  on  ifs  rear  their  fabric  o>  fame; 
To  all  such  I  inscribe  this  most  beautiful  suiitiet, 
To  crenra  them  the  heirs   o'  Rob  Roryann's  bonnet. 
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AMID  LOCH  C  A  T  RIJVF^S  SCE^EJil  WILD. 


Air,  The  Boatman. 


r   zpr  T  '  T 

A-mid  L(>(  h  Ca_trinc1s  scene-ry   wild     Is  seen  my  lass-ie's  d\vell-in£J\VVhere 


mm 


cav-ern'd  rocks,  on  mountains  pild.    Howl  to  tlie  sea  —  breeze     swell  —  i n ^jf .  Site's 


3^ 


r 

I'u.rer  than  the  smw    that     fa's     On    moun_ tains     snm.mit      ai  —  —  ry;  The 


r  ^  Cij^  i  r  r 

sweet— est    m(iun.tain-ll(iwV  that    blaws      Is    not    so    fair     as        Ma  —  ry 


m 


'Tis  sweet    when  woodland  echo  rinjjs, 

Where   purling'   streams  meander; 
But  sweeter  when    m)    Mary  sink's. 

As  thro'  (he  jgflens   we  wander. 
The  wild  d<cr  on   the  mountain  side, 

The  fabl'd   KIT  or  Fairy, 
Or  skill    that  skims  the     crystal  tide, 

Moves   not    more   lii>lit   than  Mary. 

From  lowland   plains  l'vc  wandWd  lar, 

In  eodles :,  tear  ell  <>1  pleasure, 
■  Till, guided   by  some  friendly  stai , 

1  found  this  lovely  treasure. 
Altho1  my    native   home    has  charms, 

A  inant;   these  hills    111  tarry  < 
And   while  life's   blood   my  bosom  warms, 

III  love  my  dearest  Mary. 


Slow  and 
with  Feelim 


Air, 'The  Scntish  F.xilo's  Lament. 
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Ye    honnie    houghs  and  heather  braes,  Wharc  1    hac    |>ast  youth* 

W-1'  1  f' 


3 


espress: 


blythest  rtays,Anc  i_Hle  dream  o'  l>liss  ye  be*  That  gars  n»e  sigh  for  my  ain countray 


F 


-•  » 


O  hauld  v»«  rade fhro'-Stirlrn  toon,  Wi'  jiis_tol  sword   -turl    mus _ <|ue_ toon,  And 


.  .   ■    fa  j 


1^1 


1—^^ 

pi  |c — 
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- — 1 — g-J 

T-#  P  ,  P  S— 
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banner   braid   display'  wc ,  I. ike   brave   men  hald_in< 


•m  _(>.»_  nit  . 


We  left   our  lnves,  we  lclt  our  hamcs, 
We  left    our  bairns  and  winsome  dames, 
And  we  drev.  out  sword,  richt  manfully 
To  bark  (lie  king       on    ain  muni  He. 
But  Carlile  yetts   at  i  wi  blnde, 

Micht  matc  hes  rit  ht,  and  dooms  the  gud<  ; 
And  pentle  hlude  o'  'Ik  degree 


And  dw\ning  in  this  (remit  land, 
Dot  s   feckless    m  .k  l>aitli  lieart  a:id  hand. 
And  gars    tliir  tears   dra|>   Jr^c  my  cV, 
That    ne'er  s.,1  iv  in   n\>  ain  muntrie. 
O  Carron  brig  i^    ,udd   and  worn, 
Where    I    and  m\    forbears  were  born^ 
Rut  honnie        (hat   brig-  to  see 


Has   stained  the  hearths  o'  my  ain  <  oontrie.     By  anc  llcmit  Irac    his   nin  countiic 

And  gladly   to    the    listening  car 

Is    borne  the   waters  <  riming  clear, 

Making*  a    moan    and  melodic 

That    weds   the   heart    t,,    its    .tio  COUntHc, 

O.  gin   I    were    a     we*     wee  bird. 

To   light    adown    at     R,mdi(  fuird , 

And  in    Kirk  <>'   Mure    to   tlost    my   <\  , 

And   fald    my  wings    in    my    ain  COHntrtc! 


I 
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FARF.VTELL^O   SWEET  HOPE. 


,fefrf=fHH-^  j  r  n  i-  n 


Gaelic  Air 

he 


Fare_t»-ell,  O  sweet  hope!  I  have    wept   thee    in    sad  — ness.  Thy 


m 


M 


bright  star  il_lum_ ind   life's    gloo_mi-est    day;       It    rose  on   my   soul    like  an 


i 


jiKigcl    of  glad_ness,  And    smild    the    dark    (loads   of  mis_for_tune  a_way. 


m  j— 

• 

i — • 

i — i  1 

In  youth  every  prospect  hy  pleasure  was  hounded, 
And  joy  was  the  portion  that  destiny  gave; 
.  "Twas  pure  as    the   lake  by  'he  mountains  surrounded, 
And  warm  as  the  sun-beam  that  dancd  on  its  wave. 

Tliy  visions  w  ere  transient  as  mists  of  the  morning? 

They  shone  on  my  sight  like  the  rainbow  of  eve; 
Arid  the  fir^t  tear  of  sorrow  proclaimed  the  sad  warning, 

Those  visions  were  sent    to  betray  and  deceive. 

Peace,  mild  a>  the  dew— drop  descending  at  even, 
S   Protected   my  bosom  frr>m  sorrow  and  care; 
But  return H  to  her  throne  in  the  mansion  of  heaven, 

When  each  object    -was  stamp'd  h)  the  hand  of  despair. 

Ocr  the  flowers   of  happiness,  wither'd  and  blighted, 
Fond  memory  lingers,  and  mourns  their  decay; 

For  the  blossoms  thy  warmtb  and  thy  splendour  delighted, 
F.xpir'd  in  the  hour  that  beheld  thy  last  ray. 

jvow;  marw  vV'ow  The  sTri  ggle s  o'er. 

Gaelic  Air. 


j'  mmm 


alld 


Hid  juijH  a  j  nriij.^-t- 


*  *■  #■ 

love,       And   Ma_ry,  now  we   meet    no  more,  Un  —  liess  we  meet  a_l>ove. 


• 


Too  well  than  knaWst   how  -mm  h  I  Iov'tJ 
Thou  Juiew'sl    my  hopes  how   fair  J 

But   all  those   hopes    are   blighted  now, 
They   |>oint    hut    to  despair. 


Thus   doom'd    to    ceaseless,   hopeless  love, 

I  haste    to   India's   shore ^ 
For  here   how  can    I   longer    sfay\    .  •. 

And  call    thee  mine    nr^  more  v 

Now,   Mary,   now    the    struggle's  o'er, 

And   Iho'  I   still  mnst  love, 
Yet,  Mary,  here    we   meet    no  more, 

O,  may   we   meet    ahove !  " 


'fHF.  HIGH  LL4JTD  BA  L  O  W. 


Hee  baJow,my  sweet  wee  Donald,  Picture  o'  the  great  C'lanr'onaldj 


•  1 

>  1 

m 

m 

0 

m 
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he  chief  o'    a'    the   f  lan,  If    thou    art     spared     tn     he    a  man 


m  m  j  in 


Leeze    me    on    thy    honnie  craigie, 
An'  thou    live   thou' 11    lift    a  n'aigie, 
Travel    the  country    thro'   and  thru'', 
And    bring    hame    a     Carlylc  ccrw  . 

Thro'   the    la-wlauds,  o'er    the  border, 
Wctl,  Dly    hahic,     hm-n    thou  lurdcr; 
Hcrry    the    bums    o1    the    laigh  tountric, 
Sync  to    the  Highlands    hame    to    me  . 
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/HE  CA  LEDO.YIA.Y'S   FA  R  E  WE  L  L  7 'O  HIS  ^YAl'/TE  LA.YI). 

Air,  Farewell   to  Scotia. 


11  1    *  •   J  * 

v  »  * 

• 

I    have    said,  lare  — thee— well    before,    As    I    look'd,with  mine  eyelid 


m 


w-et,  Up  _  on      scenes     where      my     heart     had      a      store,      And  those 


1  T 

flfr  pV)  IT  ■ 
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plants    <>1      the     sj>i  _  rit    -were     set,  Tliat    «c    ran— not    up_root,  or  lor_ 
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et  .        And     I've     IVlt     as      the      d^rk       mouit  _   tain's        brow ,      H.«d  it 


written^   in    l<t_t<rs   ol    let ,     F.  _  ttr— ni  _ty  'severs    ns  now 

tit  "l  .  ■  '  .^h 


And   I    ii  <  I    a*    i  desolate  one, 

Fair  land  vtiile  I    gaze  upon  thee!  

Vo   more    slkall    (hat  "sweet    setting'  sun" 

Illumine    those  vallies    for  me! 
Vet   hrigftri    may  your   blossoming'  he, 

And  solt  he  the  gush  of  your  streams! 
i>\    still    in    my  slumhers   will  ye 

Be  the  laiwl  of  my   loveliest  dreams. 


The  remembrance  of  thee  will  not  wear, 

l,ikc  the  mist  on  thy  mountains,  awa>  : 
Or,  as   temples,  that  grandeur  will  rear, 

To  glitter  and  glatu  e   lor  a  <i.iy  . 
But  as    towers  are*  embedded  for  aye, 

It  shall  stand  on  tjie  top  ol  my  heart, 
And  o'er  my   fond  fancy  hold   sw  aj  , 

While  memory  her  joys  shall  iin|Mrt. 


QjrEEJT  .MA FY  S    FA  R F.WF.I.L  'fO  FRA<YCF. 
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Air,  Queen  Mary's  Farewell. 


O   thou  lovVf  country]    Where  my  youth  was  spent,  Dear  jjold_en 


— J — 1 1 J  ,|  J   j         ^  i  |  M  | 


f      my     iloud-ed      day        Shone    mild_ly     bright,    and    t  em  _  per-  ale  _  ly 
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and    no   tongue    can    tell.  The  pangs  I    fce|    at    the   drear    word,  rare-well 


The   ship   that    watts    me    from    thy    friendly  shore, 

("onvcys    my    body,  hut    conveys    no  more. 

My   soul    is    thine,    that    spark    of    hcav'nly  flame. 

The  better   portion    of   my   mingled  frame. 

Is    wholly    thine;  that    part     I    give    to  thee, 

That,  in   the    temple  of    thy  memory. 

The  other  ever    mav    enshrined  be. 


K 


HAJF.  YE  S&EM,  At  DA  WW  OF  MOEJV/JVG. 

Air,   Crowriy.         Is.'  Set. 


Slowly. 


Ha'e  ye    seen,  at    <1awn   <>'   morning.  When  ilie  llowrs  were  hath1'!  wi'  Hew? 


L-U_J  J 


Ha'e    ye    seen     ilie    lav'_  rook     spring,  ing      IVae    the    gow_ans    vir_gin  hue? 


■      J*  r  .  f  r  Ji 

Sweet's-    the  rose,  ni 
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sh-ing  flow__er, 
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Sweet    the  li 
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Sweet    the  woodbine— ma 
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Sweet   the  Jr^ 
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By    tlie   storm   the    rose  is  Masted, 

Rain  sweeps  the  lily  frac  the  vale, 
The   Iragraiice    of  the  brier  flies  wasted 

On  the  wing's  of  autumns  gale. 
Season^  ever  arc   a—  changing, 

BikIs  to  flowers*  then  flowers  decay 
Autumn,  summer's    glory  mourning, 

Winter  nt'CFfU   their  pride  away. 


Ol'fHF.  YEARS'. 
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Slow. 


Air,    Crowdy.       2«.'  Set. 
IV  W     .  IS. 


f 

Oithe  ye^rs  when  young  <re_a_ lions    Peo_iile«l   evlrv  hour  that  flew. 


When   the    s|>i_ril    knew    tcmp.ta  —linns      Cm     l>\     love's     il    .  til  _  sive  hue. 

-*  #  ,  #  , 


m 


N  S 


These  were    'lays   of    j>Cdt  e   ami    i>lea -sure,  W|ii<  h    w  t    ncVr    s(,,(||    prove  <t_f£<iin: 


Fare    tliee    well,   thou    hours    of     fae_rv;  Fare     thee    well      <  re  -  ..  _  rions  gay; 


All  your    vi_sj.,ns,  hrijflit    and    air-y.    To., I,    t|,rm   winflfS   and    Hew     ..  _  wz*  . 


S4 


's-fr  .mo  jtflv* 


I'laintiv 


■**  i J 1 1  k  ^  ui 


Red,  red  is   the    path    to  jrln_ry;   See  yon  banners  floating  high! 


mm 


O,  mv    Gcor_<tv,     death's    lie_lore    yel    Turn    and    bear  mv  ho_dinjr  *>ig'h. 

£11 


OtfM  r  f  Jl 


Joy  of    nfy    It  earl ,  Geor  —  ny,  hear    me]  Joy    of    my    lit  art ,    S(n    him    Rif  n  ! 


m 


mm 


iou  art  niv  love. 


Turn    and    see    thy    tartan  plaidy. 

Rising   nVr    my   breaking"  heart; 
O   my    lionnj     hiy  h  I  a  nd  laddie, 

Wac    was    I,    with    thee    to  part. 

J.iy   of     my    heart,    Geordy  agamjl 
J'i>    of    my'    heart,  'Stu   mo    Ron  .' 

lint    thou    Idceds          O  hleeds   tlioo,  beauty? 

Stvitns    (by  eye    ill    woe   and  pain? 
Child  <d    honour!   child  of  duty! 
Shall    we    never    meet  again? 

Joy   ot     mv    heart,    Geordy  agam! 
J  y   of    my    heart,  'Stu    mo  Riwi 

Ves,  my    darling,  on    thy  pillow, 

Soon    thy    head    -.hall   easy  ly; 
Soon,  upon    the    hounding1  billow, 

Shall    thy    war-worn    Stan  lard  fly. 
Joy   of    my    heart,    Geordy  again! 
3   \    "f     mv    heart,  *S  1 1 1    mo    Ron  ! 


Then,  again    thy   tartan  plaidy. 

Then,  my    bosom    free    from  pain, 
Shall    receive   my   Highland  latldie: 
Never   shall    we    part  again. 

.lo\    ril    my    lieart,    Geordy  again. 
J'.y    of    my    heart,    StII    ui"    Ru'n  J 
l.a.lv  G.G..r.|oii,pi<  ked  up  this  beautiful  Air  in  the  Highlands, the  verses  were  written  by 
1  '  Cotiper  a«  lief  ilesire,  on  ihc  Maw|ui*  of  Bluntly  when  in  Holland. 
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.MAID   OF  ALDF.ft.VFW 

Air,  Kinloch  of  Kinl'i  li. 


•  • 

O  stop  na,  bonnie  bird,  that  strain*  FVac.Iiopless  Ibve  itself  it  fh>ws;Sweet 


=3=$f. 

bird,    O    war— hie    it    a— gain,   Thoti'st   touch  d    t lie    string    <.(    a*  m} 


fan_cy,  as    my    cjc-lids    (lose,    Will    meet    the    n.aid    til  Al_der_ney. 


Conldst   thou  but  learn  frac  me  my  grief, 

Sweet  bird)  thoadst  leave  tby  native  grove, 
Ami  fly,  to  bring-  my  soul  relief. 

To  where  my  warmest  wishes  rove; 
Soft  as  tbe  cooings  of  fbe  dove, 

Thou'lt   sing-  thy  sweetest,  saddest   la) , 
AnH  melt   to  pit>,  and   to  love, 

The  bonny  maid  of  Alderney. 

Well  may  I  sigh  and  sairly  weep; 

Thy  song'  sad  recollection*  bring  ; 
().'  fly  across  the  roaring  deep, 

And  to  my  maiden  sweetlj  •••ng; 

'Twill  to  her  faitbless  bosom  bring' 
Remembrance  of  a   sacred  da\  ; 

But  feeble  is   thy  wee  bit  wing, 
And  far's  the  isle  of  Alderney. 


Then,  bonny  bird,  wi»  mony  a  tear, 

I'll  mourn  beneath  this  hnary  thorn, 
And  tlinn  wilt  find  me  sitting"  here, 

F.rc  thun  canst  hail  the  daw-n  <>'  morn  . 
Then,  high  on  airy   pinions  borne, 

Thou'lt  (haunt  a  >..mg  n*  love  and  w.ir. 
And   soothe  me,  weeping"  at  the  scorn 

O  the  sweet   maid  nl  Alderney. 

And  when  around   niy  wearied  head, 

Soft  pillow VI  where  an  fathers  lie. 
Death  shall  eternal  poppies  spread, 

And  close  for  aye  tny  tiarfu*  e>  e . 
Perchd  on  some  bonny  branch  tin  high, 

Thott'lt  sing  thy  sweetest  rotindela\, 
And  soothe  my  spirit  passing  h\ 

To  meet  the  maid  of  Al  lermv- 
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/'///:  lovely  Liens  of  rwrgjtjrgss* 

,  Air,   Druni'issie  Muir 

Second  Voice,  art  lib: 


If  •  *^3^ti 


Tlie  love_ly  lass  oi  ln_ver_ness,   Nar  joy   nae   plea _  sure   can  she 


The    love_ly  lass  of  In_ver_ness,   Nae    joy    nae   |>Iea_surc    <  an  she 


m    1 ;  f-^^ 


m 


—  *   ^     J  1   "  •    4     ^  «  — —  —  •  .  V  •  * 

see;     For   een   anrt   morn    she    cries,  a_las  .  Anrt  ay  flic  saul  tear  blins    her  ee. 


mm 


see;     For   e'en   anrt   morn   she   cries,  a_ las !  Anil  ay  the  sauf  fear  blins    her  e'e. 


i 


I  )rnm  _  os  _  sie    muir,    Drum-os_sie    rtay,      A      wae  _  fii'    rtay      if       was  to 


'Drum- os _  sie    muir,    Drum_os_sie    rtay,      A      wae_  fn*    rtay      it       was  to 


r    r  i  i 


For  (here  I   lost=_mv    Fa_ther    rtcar.   My    Fa_ther    <lear  anrt    Brethren  three. 


me     For  there  I   lost  my    Farther    clear,  My    Fa— ther    rtear  anrt    Brethren  three. 


Their   winding   sheet    the    hluidy  clay, 

Their  yraves  arc  yrowinjx  green  to  see! 
And  hy 'them   lies   the  rtcarest  lad 

That  ever  blest  a  woman's  cY '. 
Now  wae  to  thee  thou   cruel  lord, 

A  blnidy  man  1   trow    thou  be; 
For  mony   a   heart    thou    hast   made  sair, 

That    ncYr   rtiil    wrany    to   thine  or  thee. 


iT  »\4S  A3  FOR  OF  R  RIGHI  Fl  "  K I .\  G . 


strand;      If     was    a'    for    our     right  . f it'    king1     We      e'er      saw       I  - 

i  r  J  >  r  i  r  r^^=^rr^^^ 


ri.sh 
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r 

land,     mv     Hear,      We      e  er      saw        ]   _  rish  land. 
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Now  a'  is    done   tliat    men    can  do, 

And   a1  is   done    in  vain: 
My  love  and    native   land  (ircwecl, 

Kor   T    maun   cross    tlie    main,    my  dear. 
For   I    mum  crms   (lie  main. 

He  turnVl    him    right    and    round  about, 

Upon   the    Irish  shore, 
And  gavchis   bridle-reins  a  shake. 

With,  adieu   for  evermore,    my  dc  ir^ 
With,  adieu   for  evermore. 

The  soger   frae  the  war  returns, 

The  sailor  frae   the  main. 
But   I   hac  parted    frae   my  love. 

Never   to   meet   again,     my  dear. 
Never  to   meet  again. 

When   day  is  gane,   and    night  is   <  ome, 

And   a'  folk   bound    to  steep 
I  Ihink  ort   him   that's   far  awa. 

The  lee-lany   night,  and  weep,    my  d<  ar, 
The  lee-lang-  night,  and  weep. 


7  HE  H IGH  L.4STDF.RS  FAREWELL 
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O  where  shall  I  £ae 

seek  my  bread? Or 

'             t     '  »- 

where  shall  I  gac 
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na_tive    land     I     must     fore  _  go,      And     roam     a     lone_ly     sfran  _  ger. 


b  11  i  I  iJiLJ^a 


I  In   t»lcn,  that    was  my   laihcr's  own, 

Must  be  by  his  forsaken; 
The  house,  lhat  was  my  lalher's  home. 

Is  levelld  wifh  Ihc  bracken. 
Oclion!   OEthon !    our  glory's  o'er, 

Stole  hy   a  mean  deceiver.' 
Our  hands  are  on  the  broad  claymore, 

But  the  might   is  broke  lor  ever. 


And  thou,  my  l>rince,  my  injurd  prince, 

Thy  people  have  disown'd  tlice, 
Have  hunted,  and  have  driv^i  tlice  hence. 

With  ruin'd  chiefs  around  thee. 
Tho'  hard  beset,  when  I  forget 

Thy  fate,  young  hetpless  rover, 
This  broken  heart  shall  cease  to  beat, 

And  all  its  griefs  be  over. 


Farewell,  farewell,  dear  Caledon, 

Land  of  the  Gael  no  longer ! 
A  stranger  lills    (hy  ancient  throne. 

In  guile   and   treachery  stronger. 
The  brave  and  jus(    I .,11  in    the  dust, 

Oil  ruins   brink  they  <|imcr. 
Heaven'*  pitying  cV  is  c'lovd  on  thee, 

Adieu  !    adieu    lor  <  \t  I  . 
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J'HE   SMI  GGLER. 

Air,  TIm  la«i«  0*  L>en<lalfif. 
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light;       There's  thret_ty  men  at    I>cn-dal  _  f  it    To    mak    her    hiir_dcn  light. 


There's   thretty    naijj;s    in  Hazel-holm, 
Wi'  tlie  halter  on  their  head, 

Will  cadg'd  .  t Iiis   night,  ayont  yon  highly 
If  wind    and  water  speed* 


Fy,  reek  ye  out   the  pat   an1  spit* 
For  the   roast,  but    an1  1  lie  boil, 

For  wave-worn   -wight     it  is  nae  meet, 
Sparc  feeding-  and   sair  toil. 

O    MnngO)  ye've  a  cozie  bield, 

Wi'  a  butt   ay  an'  a  ben; 
Can  ye  no  live  a  lawfu'  life, 

An'  ligg  w-i'  lawfu  men? 


CJae  blaw   your  win   a  neat  h   your  pat, 

It's  blaw  n  aw  a    on  me, 
For,  bag  an'  bark,  shall   be   my  wark 

Untill  the  day   I  die. 

Maun    I    hand    by  our-  hameart  goods 

An'  loreign  gear  sae  fine? 
Maun   1   drink  at   the  water  ^wan* 

An1  Frame  sae  rife  o'  wine? 

O  weel   I  like  to  see  thee,  Kate, 
Wi'  the  bairnie  on  thy  knee? 

But   my  heart    is  now    vey>  yon  gallant  (  rcw. 
That  push  through    the   an^rx  sea. 

The  jauping  weet,  the  St  en  ted  sheet. 

The  south-west    stillest    govs  I. 
On  a  moonless   night,  il   III*  tirojuer*  itlfftt. 
Are  tilt    jo\s    c  '    ^    1' r  '  •  •<  lerV    4  >l'l  • 
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O  CHECK  MIT  LOTE,  THE  FAILING  TEAR. 

Air,  Jock  o'  Hazledean. 
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<  k  ,  my    love,  the 

_  ±    4  j 

slips 

falUinff  tear  Which 
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world  may    frown,    and   friends  prove    false.    But    111   he     true   to    thee.         |  O 
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check,    my    love,    the'   ris—ing     sigfh,     Which    genf_ly   swells   thy   heart;  Hope 
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.When  (ar  awa,    ttiat   falling'  tear 

Shall  alt   rcmcmher'd  he, 
Ttie  rising  sigh  which  swells  til)  heart 

Shall  ne'er  he  lost  on  me  . ' 
Then  check,  my  love,  the  falling  tear. 

Which  dims  thy  honnie  e'e; 
The  world  may  frown,  and  friends  prove  false, 

But  1*11  he  fnie  to  thee. 

EAR  EROJH   I  HE  GtflDTT  COV RT  OF  MIRTH. 

Air,  Mr.1'  Hamilton  ol  WTM.aw. 


Far  ft, 

itn  the  gid-dy  CWWrl  of  mirfh,Where  «d<  k'ning  follle*  <<  i»j  n.  By 

Pt  f  A  >    1            l.,.l-T   ^    i  , 
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hail,  ye  Hear   ro_man_tio    shades!    Ye  hanks,  ye  woods,  and  sunny  yladesj  Here 


t>ft    the     mns—inff      po_  et      treads:     In      na  _  t tire's     rirh  _  es      H"rtat,  The 


fflfl  f.U  h  i  i  r  r  u  i  g 


•  ountry    contrasts   with  the   town,  Makes    natures    heau_tiei    all    his  own,    An. J, 


B\    dewy   dawn,  or   snltiy  noon. 

Or   soher  evening  ifray<  . 
1*11  often    <|tiit  the  dinsomc  town 

By    I.cvern    hanks    to    stra\  ; 
Or    ltc.ni    the    upland's    nioss>  hrow 

K.njoy    the    famy -pleasing  view 
Ol    streamlets,    wooiN,    and   lields  helo\s, 

A    sweetly  varieil  srene  . 
Give  I'ithts    ti>    the    mivcrV    t  , 

Let    folly  shine  in   f»shinn\  ^-lare, 
Give    mc   the  wealth   of    pca.ee  and  licalih. 
With  all    their   happy  train. 


I  CAMS   O'ER   '/HE  CAJR^EV  MOlWt. 
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I. loom- in  |f .  heath— er,    Kind  — ly     stood      vhe     milk-ing     shitl,   T<>  shcl-tir 
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Irae    the     slot  •-  mj     wea-ther.        O      my     bon_nie     Hioli  .Inn  i      lad  ,  My 
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\in__s<.n<,    v» eel  lar'd       HijJ'h  land      lad  die;     Wha      wad       mind  the 
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ind      and      rain,      Sae     wee  I      rown       in      his      tar  —  tan      jdaid  —  lei 


Now    Phoehifs  blinkit  on  the  heni, 

And  o'er  the  k'nowea  the  lamhs  were  bleating! 
But  lie  won  my  heart\  consent 

Tn  he  bis  ain   at   the  ncist  nieetiny. 

O  my  bonnie  Highland  lad. 
My  winsome,  wcellar'd   Highland  laddie; 

Wha  wad    mind   the  wind    and  rain. 
Sac  weel    row*d    in   his  tartan  |>l.iidic? 


JTOW  BAJTK    AJVD  BRAE, 
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iff?: 
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spring,  By  Girvan's  fai_ry  haw-nte'd  stream    The  bir_dies  flit  on  wanton  wing.  T< 


4  'Ir  r  cjcjiuxr 
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catch  her  il-ka    glance  n*  love,    The    hon_nic    blink    o'    Ma_r\\  eV. 


n  -i  n  j  .„, 

— ^r  i" 

The   chield    wlu   boasts    o*  warld  s  walth 

Is    aften    laird    o'  mciklc  (are;.. 
Bnl,  Mary,  she    is    a'  mine  ain. 

Ali!  Fortune  canna  gie  me  mair! 
Tbcn    let   m?    ranjfc    by    f'assillis  banks, 

Wi'  ber^vlbc  lassie   dear   to  me, 
An<l  catch   her  ilka  glance  o<  love. 

The   bonr.ic    blink  «>'  Mary's  e'e. 


R 
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Slowly, 


1'HK   PRIMROSE  IS    BOJVJVIE  SPRING* 

Air,  The  Banks  of  Kswal. 

1,1m     1  1.  t  tstet 


1  spring,  An1  the  rose  it  is  sweet  i 


ban  —  nie,  whare     leaves     are    green,      I*    the     sun— ny    af _  ter  .noon.  It's 


hon— Jiie    when    tlie    sun   gaes  down,    An'  glints    on    the    !iroom_y  knowe;  It's 

 «  fh — (l 


f  r.  ^ 


!|la.jn  r  1  uu  Hi  1 


lion— nie    to    see     the     elands     Sae     red    wi'     the     dazz  —  ling  1< 


Wlien   tlie   night    is    a'    sae  calm,' 

An"1  Comes    tlie    sweet    twilight  gloom, 
Oli!  it    cheers    my  heart    to  meet 
My    lassie    amang   the   broom  . 
When   the  hirds,  in    bush    an'  brake, 

Do  quit    their   blythc   e'enin  sang, 
Oh!  what    an    .hour    to  sit 

That  gay    gowden    links  amang. 

Y'H  ROy  CRl1 1  KS'f  (KX?   (\4sYlF.\s   LOJTELTT  M's  • 

Air,  Cruikston  Castle. 


F 

Thro'   Cruikston   r»s_lks    lone— ly    wa's      The   win  —  try  -  wind  hnuK 

•r| :  r  r  M:  r  r  r1:  r 
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i  p  1 1  ii  j. ]  i  n>i  pn  nu 


wilil  and    drear_y;     Tho'    mirk    the    cheerless    e'en_ing     fa's,    Yet     I  hjc 


r  r  r    r  r 


Al    to    meet    my    Ma_ry.    Yes,    Ma_ry,     tho'     tlie    winds  shorn!   rave  WT 


i 


jeal  —  nus     spite     to      keep     me     frae      thee,       The      dark  _  est      storm  _  y 


^  Fspre 

i  j  ■  J  *  J  J 

— — 

ae     sweet     se  _  cret 

■ 

mo  «  mei 

it      wi'     thee . 

"5"              '  . 

Loud  o'er  Cardonald's   rocky  steep 

Rude  Cartha  pours  in  boundless  measure, 
But   I    will  ford   the   whirling'  deep 

That  roars  between  me  and  my  treasure. 
Yes,  Mary,    tho'    the    torrent  rave 

Wi'  jealous  spite  to  keep  me  frae  thee, 
Its    deepest  flood    I'd   bauldly  brave, 

For   ae   sweet    secret    moment  wi'  thee. 

The  wafch-dog's   howling    loads    the  blast, 

And    makes    the  nightly   wand'rer  eerie, 
But    when    the    lonesome  way   is  past, 

I  11   to    this    bosom   clasp  niv  Marv. 
Yes,  Mary,    tho'  stern    winter  rave 

"With  a'  his  storms  to  keep,  me  frae  thee, 
The    wildest    dreary    night     Itl  hr.i\c 

K'.r    ae    sweet    secret    moment    wi'  (lice. 


THE  I  JPG  L  F.  SIDE. 

eat 


Its  rare  m   sec   the  morn_ing    hteeze  Like   a    bonfire  frae  the 


j  l  r  c 


sea;.    It's  lair  to  see  the  burnie  kiss    The  lip   o'  the    Hovt.  ry     lea;  An' 


^9 


w  


line     it     is     on     green     hill      side,    "When     hums    the    bin- ;ny     bee;  Btit 


mm 


_  er,    fair-er,   t'in-cr    far,    Ik     the     in_gle    side     to  m< 


Glens-  may   be  gilt   wi*  jjowans  rare, 

The  birds    may   fill    the  tree. 
And    haiitfhs    hae  a*  the   scented  ware. 

That  summer'*  growth    can  gie; 
Btit    the   canty  hearth,  where  cronies  meet. 

An1  the  darlinjf         rtur  «V, 
That   mak*  to   us    a    warld  complete; 

O  the  ingle  side's    for  me. 


I' HE  FLOM'F.H  &  UX  HF.K. 

Air,  Mr.  J.  Burn-.*'  Fancy. 


O,  las_sie,  ye  nail II  l«*c  me  weel,  Dearly  ye  maun  loe  me; 


m 

mm 

Mm 

w 

? — j 

i1  a  lie 

[ — 4— L-i 

art    that's  tni 
-•—  1  

e  and   leal,  I 

cv^er  -  niair  mair  n 

1  J 

W 

>o  ye. 

1   1  — 

las-sie, 'tis    your    Bon— nie    sel.    It's     no     for     Jfear      nor       toeh  _  tr,        1  ve 


nfu.pT  firr  r.rif  j 


is 


wood    you    in    the    tlowlry  .dell,    And    on    tlie    lunks    o*    Lorh  —  cr. 


am 


It's   whare   the   lamhkins   sport  an<l  play 

Sae  merry  a'  the  simmer; 
It's  whare   the   hirds  sing1  a1  the  day 

Upon  the  leafy  timmer; 
Wi'  you,  my   love,  I    like  to  g"ac, 

A  leal,  leal    heart   to  oiler. 
My  fancy   ne'er  frac  you  can  stray, 

Nor  honnie    banks   i>'   I. "(her. 

O,  lassie,  ye're   sic    fair    to    ,<  e, 

I   aye  maun   lo'e  ye  dAriy, 
Your  (  heek's    the  rose  upon    the  tree, 

Amano-    the   dew    sae  pe.irlx. 
A  monarch's   crown  and   a'  I'd  ji'i'e, 

And    miser's    yowden  toiler. 
For  ae  Mink  <>*  Kli*a\  e*e 

Upon  the   hanks  tjfl  Locher. 


WHjII   DM  Y*E  I H1JTK  I  SUD  DO. 
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There's   red   bonded   Jenny  that  lieves   at  our  side, 

At    shcarin   she   aye  dings    tliem  a'; 
Hut  Jier  vera    sight   mitlier   ('anna  abide, 

And   lier   a    wild    hissie   docs  Ca'. 
And  what    do  ye  think,  &c. 

There's  Mr.s  \IV  Drunky  a  guid  widow  woman, 

For  wine   makin  she  has  the  g'rec; 
At   kirnin   her   daughter   is  surely  uncommon, 

And  either  wad  answer  for  me . 
And   what  do   ye  think,  &c. 

My  mither  yestreen  she   pouther'd    my  head, 

Till  if  was   as  white  as    the  snawj 
She  tuik  her  auld  mutch   and    stuffed  my  grave  t, 
And   |>at  in  my  breast  prin  and  at 

An*  what  do  ye  think  Im  to  do,  gride  folks? 

o!  what  do  ye  (tiink  1m  to  (Jo  r 
Im  gaun  to  the  cast  to  a  hraw-  weddin'  feast 
To  meet   the         Huffy*,  I  trow. 

Vow  gang  awa  Jamie,  now  gang  to  the  bridal, 

Ye  ken  ycre  to  be  the  hest  man, 
And  Betty  MV  Huffy  she  1  is   the  best  maid, 
Speak  up  to  her  now   like   a  man. 

And   what  do  ye  think  o'  me,  now,  god*  folks? 

o!  what  do  ye  think  o\  me  now? 
I  ken  vera  weel, its   a    for   the  siller 
That  mither  wad  hat    mc  to  woo. 

I  gaed    to    the  bridal,  and    Betty  was  there, 

And    wow.'  but   she  w  as  huskit  braw, 
Wi'  ribbons,  and    lace,  a'  set  round  her  Face, 
And  necklaces    twa  or  three  raw. 

And^what  do  ye  think  o'  mc,  now  glide  folks? 

o!  what   do  ye  think  I    sud  try? 
For  really  l'm  vext,  and  sairly  pcrplcxts 

Whan    I  think  n»  the  fowls  and  the  kye . 

To  please  my  mither,  and  speak  up  till  her, 

I-ang  I   thought   afore    I  wad  try; 
At    lenjfth  I   spicrcd,  if  ever  she  heard 
Th.it  we  had  twa  Hi*cn  n*  kye? 

And  what  do  ye  think  o'  mc,  now  gude  folks? 

o!  keep  mc  frae  Hetty  sac  I. 
Wi'  a  toss  o'  her  head,  she  answered  indeed, 
Wha  (  ares    f..r  vny  r   vur   kj  (  . 


K 
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I  HE  SVJT  IS  SET'T'IJUTG  OJT  Sh  KF'l  (> LF„VG*4RY\ 

Air,  Flowers  are  Fair. 


f  ,m  i  j  j  m.  r 


Hal 


The  sun   is   sct_ting   on    sweet    Glen_jj a_ ry.     The   (low'rs  are 


±= 


n i  m  hi  rT  r,n n 


f-*ir.  and    the    leaves    are   green;      O     bnn  _  nie    las-sie,      ye  maun    be  my 


■         rie.     And    the    ti.sf    is    sweet    in    the     dew     at  e'en. 


Down  yon   glen   ye   never    will  weary. 

The   ll'iwtrs  are   lair,  and    the  leaves   are  green; 

Bonnie  lassie,  \t  maun    he   my  dearie, 

Ami   the  rose  is   sweet    in    the  dew   at  t'en. 


Birds  are   singing   fn'  blythe  and  cheery, 

The  flowers   are  fair,  and   the   leaves   are  green; 

Bonnie  lassie,  on  hank    sae  hrierie* 

And  the  rose  is  sweet    in  the  dew  at  e'en. 

In   yonder  fflen  there's    naething   to    lear  ye, 

The  flowers   are  fair,  and  the  leaves   are  greeny 

Ye  cantia   he   sacl,  ye   caiina    be  eerie, 

And    the    rose   is    sweet    in    the   (lew    at  e'en. 

The  water   is  wimpling   l>y    In'  clearly, 

The   flowers    are   fair,  and  (lie  leaves    are  green; 

Oh!  ye  sail    ever    he    m>  dearie. 

And    the    rose    is-  sweet    in   the    dew  at  ecu. 


fHE  JVDERER* 
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Air,  Logan  Burn. 


Slowly. 


Tlie  v»'a~nd'ring  ex-ile,  doom'd  to  roam,  Still  cherishes  the  thought  o| 


5SE 


for-tune.s   i as_ci_nat ling  hand,  En_dears    him   to    his    na— tive  land. 


Whilst  whirlwinds  blow  and   tempests  rise. 
And  thunders   shake  the  troubled  skies, 
His  feet  are  on  a  foreign  strand, 
His  heart  is  in  his  native  land. 
Whilst  all  is  calm  and    peaceful  seen, 
And  nought  disturbs  the  blue  serene. 
He  cannot  yield  to  joys  command. 
An  exile  from  his   native  land. 


But  when,  the  storms  of  fortune  |>ast. 
The  wishVt-for  haven  gain\1  at  last. 
With  what  delight  his   waving  hand 
Enraptured  hails  his  native  land. 
Here  tarry  all  his  soul   hoMs  dear, 
And  all  his  fancy  loves  is  here, 
There  are  his  friends  his  childhood  |>laitnd 
And  this  his  lov*l,  his  na'ive  land. 


C.4VLD    RU41TS    fHF.  W/JT9. 


Slow 


Air,  Tlic  forsaken  mitlicr. 


1 1  j  g  k  h  i,  r_^— r  f  j  \ 


Cauld    Maws    the  win\    the    sough-in'  win  —  try    win'.   And  the 


§=1 


in    leaf   is    fa'—in'    frae    the    tree}       Kilt    can  I  it  —  er    my    l>ahe     is  thy 


P 


V     N      N.  k 


5=§ 


-i  9 


eru_cl'    lath-er's    heart,  "Wha    hrak     a'     his     plight  _ed      vows    to  mo. 


Slccji   souii',  my    bahe,    my    Ixmnie   honnie  habe. 
An1  hfytlte  may  thou  lilt    thy   waukentn1  eY; 

But    never   ^ ti%» i ■  i  can"  this    \vacfn*  hosom  ken 
Tlx    jic.k  <-    that    kin<l    Heaven    may  gie   t r >  theft 


Oh!   I    maii-n   thole   the    hitter,    hitter  scorn, 
.     O1  them   wha    aneo    kinrlly   smil'ri    on  mej 
\H*    I    maun    lea'    my    hame    and    |>arents  clear. 
To    zander  the    \\  arid    in  misery. 

I  H  F    Dl  MFRl  F.S   rOLU*V  'I  F.  F.  H  S  . 


I  )oes  haughty  (ran  I  ill  .vasi  on  I  hre.il?Theii  let  t  he  loo  im  ln'.«.nr,  Sir;Th<  re's 
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j  ^  ii j  p  j  pi j  I  n  Jinj  l ■  n 

wnorl.cn   "wall*    u-pon    onr    seas,     And    vol —  un  —  teers   on    shore,  Sir.  Tlie 


5 


Nith    shall  rin   to   Cor-sin — cniii    Th-c    Crif_lcl    sink     ill-'    Sol  _  way,  Fre 


ne'er    per-mit     a    for.eign     foe      On     Brit_is|i    ground     to     ral  _  |y 


O  let   ns    not,  like   snarling "  curs, 

In    wrangling-    l>e  divided* 
Till,  sla|>!  come  in   an    unco  loun, 

And   wi*  a    rung   decide  it: 
Be   Britain    still   to    Britain  true, 

Amang  oursels  united: 
For  never   but   by   British  hands 

Ma  un   British   wran^'s    be  righted 
For    never   but,  Arc. 


The  kettle   o"1  the    kirk   and  state, 

Perhaps  a  <  lout  may  fail  in't; 
But   dcil   a   foreign    tinkler  loun 

Shall    ever    ca<  a    nail  in't: 
Our  father's   hhlde  the   kettle  bought! 

And    \sha    w  .»d    dare   to    spoil  it? 
By  Heavens!  (he  sacrilegious  doff 

Shall   lu el    he   »o  boil  it! 
By  II  eavens,  &< . 


The    wretch   that    would    a    t>rant  owrt, 

And  the  wretch  his  "true-sworn  brother, 
Who    would    set    the    mob    aboon    the  throne. 

May   thev    be    tied  together* 
Who   will    not    sing, 'God    save    the  king!' 

Shall    hang   as    high's    the  steeple; 
Rut    while    w<    sing, 'God    sHve    the  king,' 

Well    ne'er    forgei    the  people. 
Rut    while    w  <■    sing.  Ate. 
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Air,  The  Martyr's  Grave. 


There  s   nae  cpve-nant  now,  Lassie,  There's  naf  (nvenant  now;  The 


sol_emn    league   and    cove-nant     Are     a?  ,  brok _  en  through. 


There's 


naf»     Ren  —  wick      now,      Las  _  sie,     There's     nae     good     Car  _  gill,  Nor 


5 


i 


1! 


ho  _  ly    sab —bath     oit'lu'Ti  _  iny     Up  -  on      (he     M-ar  _  tyrs 


hill. 


fcf+-f— ; I 


It's   nacthing   Imi    .i    sword,  Lassie, 

A  bluidy  bluidy  ane, 
Waving  owsre  puir  Scotland 

For  her  rebellious  sin. 
Scotland's  a'  wrang.  Lassie, 

Scotland's  a'  wrang; 
It's  neither  to  the  hill  nor  glen, 

Lassie  we  dare  gang. 

The  martyrs'  hill's  forsaken,' 

In  simmer's   dusk   sae  calm, 
There's   nae  gathering   now,  Lassie, 

To  sing  the  e'ening  psalm, 
Bui    the  martyrs'  grave  will  rise,  Lassie, 

Aboon  the  warrior's  cairn. 
An'  the  martyr  *<rtin'  will   sleep.  Lassie, 

Aiieatb  the   waving  fern. 


r 


O   .MARY,  YF.'s  BE 


CL.4I)    /JV'  SILK. 
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Slow- 


.r  .r 

O    Ma.ry,  veV    he  clad    in    silk,    And    dia_monds  in   yoair  liair,triii 


mm 


N  is 

mi 

mm 

ye'll    con  —  se 
 ■ 

— — " 

[it     to  h< 

fete 

?    my     bride,  Not 

tlii 

nk     on      Ar  t  lui  r  Diiai 

r.  -Oh! 

pis 
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m 
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fore    111     break     my     true    love's     heart,      I'll     lay     me    down,  and  die. 


For    I    have    pledjf'd     my  virgin  troth 

Brave    Arthur's    fate    to  share, 
Am!    he   has    g-i'en    to    me    his  heart 

Wi'  a'  its    virtues  rare. 
The    mi nd ,  whase   every   wish    is  pure, 

Far  dearer   is    to  me; 
And    ere     I'm    fore'd    to    break    my  faith 

111    lay    me    down    and  die. 

So,  trust    me,  when    I    swear    to  tlice 

By  a'   that    is    on  high. 
Though  ye   had    a'  this    warld's  jfe.tr, 

My  heart  ye  could- na  buy; 
For  lang-est    life    can    ne'er  repay 

The    love    be    bears    to  me; 
And    ere    I'm    fore'd    to    break    my  troth 

I'll    lay    me    down     and  die. 


MY    r.OrE,  SHE'S    BVf  A   LASSIE  VEt. 
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ETER    HEART  'SAE    FAIRLY  tA9EJS\ 

Same  Air. 

Was    ever    heart   sac    fairly  ta'cn, 

By   woman's  wiles  unwary,  O, 
And   sac   enthral'd    as  mine,  by  anc 

Sac   fair  and   sae   camsterie,  O  ? 

O  dulc  the  wacfu' drinkin'  eft! 

And  the  niyht    I  fell  a  thin  kin'  o'f! 
Wlien  first   a  flossy  dark  hlue-c'e 

Thrill'd  tbroirffh   me  yri*  the  blinkin'  rfit. 


I  kenna  if   it's    lark  o'  luvc. 

Or  want  0*  wit    I*   the   lassie  yet; 

Whate'er    it    be,    the    day    >sc*ll  sre 
She'll    no    be    just     sae    saucy  ><t. 


END   OF  VOLUMF  FIFTH. 


A  S  KLEC'TIOS 

fs°®wb  the 


APvRAMiED  FOR  THE 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  VOLUME  SIXTH. 


The  Editors  of  the  Scotish  Minstrel  intimated,  in  an  Advertisement  prefixed 
to  the  Fifth  Volume,  that  their  collected  materials  were  far  from  being  exhausted, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  announced  their  intention  to  add  another  Volume  to  the 
Work.    This  they  have  now  accomplished,  and  they  flatter  themselves,  that,  in 
point  of  interest  and  in  value,  it  will  lose  nothing  by  a  comparison  with  those 
which  have  preceded  it.    They  have  no  longer  to  contend  with  many  of  the  dis- 
advantages which  they  experienced  at  the  commencement  of  their  labours ;  the 
distance  of  Mr  Smith  from  Edinburgh,  for  instance,  which  rendered  the  necessary 
communication  with  him  at  once  difficult  and  troublesome,  having  been  obviated 
since  his  continued  residence  on  the  spot.  Had  they  in  like  manner  enjoyed  the  same 
advantage  throughout  the  whole  of  the  previous  Volumes,  they  are  confident  they 
would  not  now  have  occasion  to  apologize  for  some  occasional,  although  trivial, 
errors  which  had  escaped  their  notice  during  the  course  of  the  publication. 
Should  they,  however,  be  called  upon,  at  any  after  period,  to  send  forth  an  im- 
proved edition  of  the  Scotish  Minstrel,  they  trust  they  will  be  enabled  not  merely 
to  free  it  from  being  liable  to  such  a  charge,  but,  in  many  other  respects,  to  render 
it  still  more  deserving  of  the  favourable  regard  which  it  has  so  liberally  expe- 
rienced, and  to  put  it  in  competition  with  any  existing  Collection  of  the  Melodies 
of  Scotland. 

As  it  seems  as  natural  for  Editors  to  say  something  for  themselves,  when  about 
to  take  leave  of  the  Public,  as  it  is  customary  to  bespeak  its  favour,  they  will 
avail  themselves  of  this  opportunity  to  say  a  few  words  in  behalf  of  their  favourite 
Minstrel.  Like  all  his  brethren,  he  is  delighted  with  the  layes  of  former  times, — 
of  which,  among  other  ferly  things, 

"  Some  be  of  war  and  some  of  wo, 

Some  of  joy  and  mirth  also, 

And  some  of  treachery  and  of  guile, 

And  old  adventures  that  fell  the  while, 

And  many  there  are  otfayrie, 

But  most  of  love  forsooth  there  be."* 

•  See  the  introductory  lines  to  the  curious  old  legend,  entitled  Lai  U  Freine,  composed  by 
Marie  de  France,  about  the  year  1240,  of  which  there  is  an  English  translation  of  nearly  a  coeval 
date,  familiar  to  the  lovers  of  old  metrical  romance. 
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ADVERTISEMENT  TO  VOLUME  SIXTH. 


But  fond  as  the  Minstrel  is  of  auld  sangis,  and  ballads,  and  lilts,  and  rants  of 
every  description,  he  is,  in  an  especial  manner,  partial  to  the  legends  of  his  native 
land,  which  are  dear  to  every  Scotish  heart.  In  this  Volume,  the  Reader  will  per- 
ceive, that  he  has  been  again  gleaning  from  the  same  mountain-wilds,  and  musing 
"  at  the  grey-stone  of  the  martyr 

"  Sequestered  haunts !  so  still,  so  fair, 
That  holy  faith  might  worship  there — 
The  shaggy  gerse  and  brown  heath  wave 
O'er  many  a  nameless  warrior's  grave." 

Yet,  though  the  lyre  of  the  Minstrel  has  often  "  thrilled  the  deepest  notes  of 
woe,1'  when  singing  of  a  broken  covenant,  and  the  cruel  persecution  of  his  fathers, 
not  less  ardent  has  been  his  admiration  of  the  firm  and  devoted  conduct  of  the  sup- 
porters of  hereditary  right,  or  his  sympathy  with  loyalty  in  misfortune  and  exile. 
If,  at  times,  he  has  been  led  astray  by  his  feelings,  whilst  listening  to  the  heart- 
stirring  pibroch,  and  catching  the  wild  notes  of  the  Gathering,  he  can  only  reply, 
in  the  words  of  the  "  Shepherd  of  the  Forest," 

"  Somehow  my  heart,  with  its  covenant-tie, 
Was  knit  to  the  Hielands,  I  cou'dna  tell  why." 

Of  these  very  interesting  remains  the  Minstrel  has  been  fortunate  in  being  able 
to  preserve  many  which  otherwise  might  have  been  sufTered  to  perish.  He  has  been 
equally  assiduous  in  searching  after  fragments  which  relate  to  either  the  one  party 
or  the  other, — whether  they  be  such  as  concern  those  who,  in  the  times  of  the 
fiery  persecution,  displayed  as  much  resignation  under  suffering  as  boldness  in  the 
hour  of  danger,  or  of  those  who,  nearer  our  own  days,  actuated  by  feelings  which 
no  generous  heart  will  condemn,  evinced  the  like  heroic  firmness  and  resolution, 
although  called  forth  in  a  cause  less  fortunate  and  less  holy,  but  over  which  in- 
tegrity of  principle,  unshaken  loyalty,  and  attachment  to  a  hopeless  cause  in  the 
midst  of  adversity,  have  contributed  to  shed  so  much  lustre. 

In  concluding  their  labours,  the  Editors  feel  it  as  a  duty  binding  on  them,  in  a 
public  manner  to  express  the  obligations  they  are  under  to  the  various  contribu- 
tors who  have  taken  an  interest  in  the  publication.  To  many  of  them  they  are 
prevented  from  acknowledging  the  favours  they  have  conferred,  in  consequence  of 
their  being  ignorant  of  the  quarters  from  whence  they  came,  whilst  others  of  their 
friends  have  thought  fit  to  impose  on  them  injunctions  to  silence.  In  such  cases 
they  can  merely  express,  in  general  terms,  how  much  they  are  indebted  to  their 
kindness ;  and  if,  in  any  instance,  they  have  Jiot  availed  themselves  of  such  con- 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  VOLUME  SIXTH. 


8 


tributions,  they  are  not  the  less  grateful  for  their  gratuitous  assistance.*  In  par- 
ticular, the  Editors  would  have  felt  happy  in  being  permitted  to  enumerate  the 
many  original  and  beautiful  verses  that  adorn  their  pages,  for  which  they  are  in- 
debted to  the  author  of  the  much-admired  song,  "  The  Land  of  the  Leal"  (vol.  3), 
 but  they  fear  to  wound  a  delicacy  which  shrinks  from  all  observation.  Such  re- 
serve, however,  they  apprehend,  does  not  apply  in  every  instance  ;  and  they  beg  to 
return  their  best  acknowledgments  to  the  Ettrick  Shepherd  for  his  kind  services,  in 


•  We  cannot  forbear  noticing  one  lilt,  sent  us  anonymously,  for  the  old  tune  of  "  Brose  and 
Butter,"  as,  whatever  may  "be  thought  of  the  song,  the  melody  is,  we  believe,  nearly  as  great  a 
favourite  with  some  of  our  friends  as  it  was  with  Charles  II. ;  and  we  are  sure  our  readers  will 
readily  excuse  our  insertion  of  an  anecdote  which  has  been  brought  to  our  remembrance,  wish- 
ing,  as  we  do,  that,  when  they  are  in  any  difficulties,  they  may  know  how  to  use  the  power  of 
musical  association  to  as  good  purpose  as  the  laird  of  Cockpen. 

CHARLES  II.  AND  THE  LAIRD  OF  COCKPEN.* 

During  the  time  of  Oliver  Cromwell's  Protectorship,  the  principal  residence  of  Charles  II.  was 
at  the  court  of  his  sister  in  Holland.  The  laird  of  Cockpen,  a  staunch  adherent  to  the  House 
of  Stuart,  followed  the  prince  thither,  and  attached  himself  to  Charles'  household.  Cockpen, 
from  his  skill  and  proficiency  in  music,  very  much  contributed  to  divert  his  royal  master,  by 
the  impressive  manner  in  which  he  played  the  favourite  airs  of  his  native  country ;  but  none 
pleased  Charles  so  well  as  the  tune  of  "  Brose  and  Butter.''  So  partial  was  he  to  this  air,  that 
with  "  Brose  and  Butter"  sounding  in  his  ears  he  was  lulled  asleep  at  night,  and  with  "  Brose 
and  Butter"  awaked  from  his  morning  slumber.  At  the  Restoration,  Cockpen  returned  to  Scot- 
land, where  he  found  that,  in  consequence  of  his  attachment  to  the  royal  cause,  his  estate  had 
been  attainted.  Many  were  the  applications  he  made  to  have  it  put  again  in  his  possession,  but  all 
to  no  purpose.  He  at  length  went  to  London,  but  was  coldly  received  by  the  courtiers,  put  off  with 
fair  promises,  and  in  all  his  attempts  to  gain  an  audience  of  the  king,  he  was  baffled  and  thwarted. 
Having  formed  an  intimacy,  as  a  musician,  with  the  organist  of  the  kings'  chapel,  he  solicited, 
and  obtained,  as  a  special  favour,  permission  to  perform  on  the  organ  before  his  majesty,  at  the 
royal  chapel.  Cockpen  exerted  his  talents  to  the  utmost,  thinking  to  attract  the  attention  of 
Charles,  but  all  his  efforts  were  unavailing.  On  the  conclusion  of  the  service,  instead  of  a  com- 
mon voluntary,  in  a  fit  of  despair  he  struck  up  "  Brose  and  Butter,"  which  no  sooner  caught 
the  ear  of  the  king  than  he  flew  to  the  organ-gallery.  The  regular  organist  perceiving  the  vivid 
flashes  of  Charles'  eye,  was  seized  with  such  a  panic,  that  he  fell  on  his  knees  and  protested  his 
innocence.  "  It  was  not  me,  please  your  majesty,  it  was  not  me  !" — "  You  !  you  !"  exclaimed 
the  enraptured  monarch,  as  he  hastily  passed  him, — "  You  never  could  play  any  thing  like  it  in 
your  fife." — Then  addressing  his  old  associate  in  exile, — "  Odds  fish,  Cockpen  !  I  thought  you 
would  have  made  me  dance." — "  I  could  have  danced  to  '  Brose  and  Butter '  once  with  a  light 
heart  too,"  replied  the  performer, — "  but  my  adherence  to  your  majesty's  interest  has  bereft  mc 
of  the  lands  of  Cockpen." — "  You  shall  dance,"  said  Charles, — "  you  shall  dance,  and  be  laird  of 
Cockpen  yet." — Accordingly  the  laird  was  immediately  put  in  possession  of  his  inheritance. 


•  Baron  Cockburn's  hereditary  property. 
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having  furnished  them  with  many  of  the  wild  flowers  gathered  from  the  hills  and 
valleys  of  his  pastoral  district, — and  they  assure  him,  that  they  prize  his  thymy 
sweets  more  highly  than  the  cultured  plants  of  a  regular  parterre.  To  several  of  Mr 
Smith's  personal  friends  the  Minstrel  is  likewise  under  no  inconsiderable  obligations ; 
and  the  Editors  have  much  pleasure  in  offering  their  best  thanks  to  Mr  Mother- 
well of  Paisley,  for  the  permission  he  has  so  obligingly  granted  them,  of  publish, 
ing  several  choice  pieces  from  his  scarce  and  valuable  MSS.,  amongst  which  they 
beg  particularly  to  notice  the  fine  Jacobite  song,  "  Ye  bonnie  Haughs"  (page  77, 
vol.  5),  and  the  interesting  ballad  of  the  Mermayden  (page  80  of  the  present  Vo- 
lume), with  their  original  melodies.  They  have  also  to  present  thanks  to  Mr  Ro- 
bert Allan  of  Kilbarchan,  who  favoured  them  with  many  excellent  original  songs, 
as  well  as  old  fragments  recovered  by  him  from  among  the  peasantry  in  the  West 
of  Scotland ;  and,  in  like  manner,  to  Mr  Daniel  Weir  of  Greenock,  and  Mr 
William  Chalmers  of  Paisley,  from  both  of  whom  they  have  received  several  songs 
of  considerable  merit. 

The  Editors  must  now  take  leave  of  the  Scotish  Minstrel,  having  used  their 
best  endeavours  to  render  the  volumes  worthy  of  a  place  in  the  library,  as  well  as 
to  appear  in  the  drawing-room.  In  attempting  to  form  an  extensive  collection  of 
the  national  airs  of  their  country,  the  task  has  been  a  source  to  them  of  no  incon- 
siderable degree  of  pleasure ;  and  they  have  the  satisfaction  of  considering,  that 
the  principles  upon  which  they  have  uniformly  proceeded,  and  in  conformity  with 
which  the  work  was  originally  projected,  are  such  as  entitle  them,  at  least,  to  the 
approbation  of  those  who  join  a  regard  to  morality  and  virtuous  enjoyment  with  the 
desire  to  encourage  the  exertions  of  native  genius. 

Epinburgh,  January  1824. 
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<,iic;  Their   titles   a'    are    emj>_ty    show,  Gie  me   my  Highland  lassie,  O.  With- 
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ill    the    glen    •'>ae    !>usli_y    ()  ,     A-lioon    the    plain      sae     rush  _  y         O,  I 


set     me    down     wi1    right     good    will,    To     sing    my    Highland    lassie,  O, 


0  were  yon  hills  and  vallies  mine, 
Yon  palace,  and  yon  gardens  fine; 
The  world    then  the   love  should  know 

1  hear  my  Highland    lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen,  &c. 

But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
Ami   1   hi. um  cross   the  raging  sea? 
But    while  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
III    love   mj    Highland    lassie,  O. 
Within    the   glen,  &c. 


Altho'  thro*'  foreign  c  limes  1  range,  ■ 
I. know  her  heart  will  never  change T 
For  her  hosom  hums  with  honour's  glow, 
Mj  faithful  Highland  lassie,  O. 
Within   the  glen,  &c  . 

For  her  l'll  dare  the  billows'  roar, 
For  her  111  trace  a   distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  ma\    lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland   lassie,  (). 
Within  the  glen,  . 


She  has   my    heart,  she  has    my  hand, 
By  sacred  truth  and    honor's  hand! 
'Till  the  mortal   stroke  shall    lay  me-  low, 
I'm  thine    m\    highland   lassie-,  O. 
Farewell,  tlie  glen   sac    hush),  (). 
Farewell,  the  plain    sac  rash},  O; 
To  other  lands   1   now   must  «« 
T.i  sing   my  Hi^hlan.l   lassie.  (). 
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Nae    mair    unveil  Vons    wish   I  hac, 

Nor   stronger  in    mj  hriast, 
I  d h n    il    ]    (anna    mak    thee  sac, 

At    least  -  to    sec    tlicc  Mest  . 
Content    am    I,  if    Heaven    shall  give 

Hut    lia|>f>iness    to  tlicej 
Ami   as  wi'  tliec   1*1  wish  to  live, 

For    thee   I»l   hear    to  die. 
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heart   il   lal'  lig'ht,  Gin  ye*  I   seen   hirt  the  sba_<low   o'  hlythc  Jo<  k  Rat*. 
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<)  wae  worth  tlie  loidliiiy,  my  F.ppie  Mac  nahi 
O    wae    worth    the    I  <>i  <l I i oy,  my    E|>j>ie     Maenah  J 

His     laiuy    yvflj  ijne, 

Ye   man n    nac  Diair  be  mine, 
And    t lie    warlcls    a     wasic  to    your   ain    Jock  Ral>. 
O    weary    now,  Arc. 

Ah'  ye    saw    your    wee    halt  nil  s    now,   Kojiie    Mai  nab, 
Your   mitlierless    hairnics    now,   E|>|>ic  Mainah, 
Tliey    (jrert,  ami    think  shame, 
Grill    they     hear    hut    your  iiaini, 
Anrl    they    wring    the   he  art's    blade    IVac    yoiir   ain    Joik  Rah 
()    w  eary    now.   A:  <  . 
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On  a  bank  of  flowers  ae  simmer's  day,  Whare  lads  and  lass.cs  m<et, 
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ra,  hur_ra,  they  cried,  and    cvVy  ano  replied ,  We*1!!  fight  for  our  Iaw_fu  king. 
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New-fangled  lads,  in   their  black  cockauds, 
Cast  a  gloom,  like  the  darkness    oj  night, 
True-hearted  la. Is,  wi»  their  white  cockauds, 

Cheer  u|>  like  the  morning  light! 
Then  fill  your  gl aits,  and    pledge  your  lass, 
That  Charlie's  health   around   may  pass; 
Hurra,  hurra,  they  cried,  and  cvVy  anc  replied 
Well  fight  for  our  lawfu'  kino. 
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Rest, lovely  babe*  on  nrni  hers  knee,Rcst,lovel>  babe«,on  mother's  knee,  Ami 
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hast,   my    babe*    nae    fa  — t  her    now.     To    (are  for  thee  when   I    am    pone;  Anr) 
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I    lu'e    ne'er    a    friend    sac    true,  As    would     my    honnie    ha  —  by  own. 
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Rest,  lovely   babe,  &c. 
Oh!  ante,  and    I    could    little  think 

A  lot  sae  hard  would  e'er  be  thine. 
As  thus    a    mother's    tears    to  drink! 

For,  baby,  thou    hast    drunk   o'  mine. 


Rest,   lovely  babe.  Arc. 
O  smile,   my  babe;    for  sic   a  smile 

Thy   lather  aye   put   on   to  me; 
()  smile,  my    babej  and   look    the  while, 

Kor  thou   look'st    wi*  thy   father's  eV. 

Rest,  lovely    babe,  Arc. 
O  that    this   widow'd    heart    would  beat 

'Till    thou   in   years    hadst    upward  |{fown! 
That    I    miyht    learn    thy    future  late, 
N'or  leave  thee  in    the   world  alone. 
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The  wind  is  fair,  the  da,  is  fine,   And  swift_ly    swift— ly    runs  the 
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A   thousand,  thousand   tender  tics, 
Unite   my  country   and    my  sighs; 
Nfy  Jieart   within    me  almost  dies, 
To  think   of  leaving'  Funery. 

Oft   with    infant    steps    Ivc  roll'd, 
Where    Fingal  s    eastlc    stood    of  old, 
And    listen'! ,  -while    the   shepherds  told 
An   aneicnt    tale    of  Funery. 

Oft    have    1    sat    at    close    of  day, 
Where    Ossian    sung   his    martial  lay, 
And    view'd    the    sun's    last    setting  ray, 
Wandering    on  Duminery. 

Alt-na-Caillach,  gentle  stream! 
That    murmurs    softly  by  the  gr^en; 
What   happy,  joyous  days,  I've  seen 
Beside  the   stream    of  Funery. 


Ami   must    I    leave   those   happy  scenes! 
Oh!   see   them   spread    the  swelling  sail; 
Adieu!  a  while,  my    native  plains, 
I    must   depart    Irom  Funery. 

J^iYHS  DALE'S    WELCOME  H 'A  M  F. . 

Air,  Maxwells'  Strathspey. 
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Tho'  stars    in    skies    may  disappear. 

And    angry   tempests  gather; 
The    happy    hour    may    soon    he  ne^r 

That  brine's  lis  pleasant  -weather: 
The"  weary    night    o'  rare    and  IfrYef 

May    hao    a    joyftl*  morrow. 
So  dawning-   <1*\    h.is   brought  relief, 
K.ueweel    our    night    <>'     sorrow  . 
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Air,  John  Blunt 


Charlie,  An'  a'  the  lads   wi'  white    cockauds,  That   are    a.wa'  wi1  Charlie. 


•  * 


The    day  is   come   for  Charlie,  O, 
The    day  is    come   for  Charlit? 
He's  ta'en  the  field,  an'  a'  maun  yield 
■.To  Scotland    and    to  Charlie. 

Here's   heart   an'   han'  for  Charlie,  O, 
Here's  heart   an'  han'  for  Charlie; 
There's    no   a  whig-,  tho'  e'er   sac  big, 
Will    draw   foment   prince  Charlie. 

Cope's    run   aw  a    frae   Charlie,  O, 
Copt's   run   awa   frac  Charlie^ 
He's   run    awa    hy    morning's  daw, 
He    durst    na'  meet   prince    Charlie  . 

My   blessing   he    on   Charlie,  O, 

My   blessing   be    on  Charlie, 

An'-  may    nae   loon    c'ct   wear  the  frown 

That    but    belongs   to  Charlie. 


Til    drink    a  health  to   Charlie-,  O, 
fll    drink    a   health  to  Charlie, 
An'  a'   the   lads    wi'   white  cockauds, 
That   are.  awa  wi'  Charlie. 
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Oraetic  Air. 


Bo_nie  Cloiidcn,  as  ye  »an _der,  Hi II s,  an1   heughs,  an*1     nmirs     a  _ 
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many,    ll-ka    know  e    an1    green   mc_an_  dcr ,    Learn    mv    sad,   my   dulefu'  sang. 

4 


P 


Brats   o'  brcckan,  hills   o'   hcatlicr,  Hounu  wharc    rows  (he  g'owden  wave",  Rlisslti' 


-  ~  

• 

• 

—  - 

l  F-— 

■ 

— r— 

Sair  I    pled,  tlio'  i.tt  c  ,  mi  I  rit  nd  I  \  , 

Stang  (I    my    heart    \yi'    \v-»c-    and    dult  , 

Thai    sonic   faitlifu'  hand    might  kiiullj 
I.aj't    atnang    my    native    moots  . 

(.'ionics    dear,     vvha    late    an1  earlj  . 

to    soothe    my    sorrows  str,t\c. 

Think    on    ane    wha    lo'es     you  dearly, 
Donni'd     to    seek     an    iinio    y  i  a\  e  . 

Torn    awa    trac   Scotia's  mountains, 

Far  liae  a'  that's  dear  to  dwall  , 
Maks    m\    i  en    twa    gusliin'  fountains, 

Dings  a  dirk  in  my  i>uir  saul  f 
Braes   o'  hrcckan,  hilts    o'  heather, 

Hownis  wliarc  rows  the  gowden  wave, 
Blissfu'   scenes,    iarewcel    for    ever  , 

1    maun    seek    an    unco    grave  .' 
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f  HE    MAY'.O  F   TH  F    GIF.  . X. 


oi.i. 


There  'was  a  May  wonrf  in  yon  glen, "With  a  htifj'h  ho,the  green  hnllan 


T  I  i  rl r  r  I  1 1  I  r 


mm 


r  r 

tree,   And  she  had  v.  oo_ers  nine  or  ten,  Anil  the  broom  it  hlooiml  sac  bonnie 


******     *  ** 

But   liim    slie   lo'ed    did    prove  untrue, 

With 'a    heigh   ho,    the  green    hollan  tree, 

Whilk  causM    the  May    fu'  sair   to    rue,  - 

And   the    broom    nae   mair    bloom*  d  bonnie. 

********* 

Yhe  ewie  iTi*  Yhe  crooked  ho  it  jr. 


WW 


O  were  I  a_ble  to  re_hcarse,  Mv  ev.  _i  e\  praise  in   proper  verse,  I'd 

— i^.  .     ,  r — £n 


li 


^3 


r  r 

sound  it  out   as  loud  and   fierce,  ,As  ev.er  pi—per**    drone   con  d   blaw.  My 


ev.  ^ie    wi'  the    crook_ed     horn,    Wcel     »ie  — serv'd    baith    garsc    and  corn, 


^  0- 
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mm 

I* 

s — ^ — 

Si 

r-y,  1 

c    a  ew-ie 

»  £  1 

ne'er    was  h 

orn, 

J 

Here_a_bout  or 

r.  a  _  w 

r — i 

a  . 

»  J. 

1    neither    needed    tar    nor  keil, 
To  mark   her   u|>f>'  hi|>  or  heel*, 
Her  crooked   horn  it  did   as  weed., 
To  ken   her   by   iming  them  a! 
The   ewie,  &c. 


Yet   monday  last,  for  a'  my  keeping, 
I  canna  speak  it  without  greeting-, 
A  villain  came  when  I  was  sleeping, 
And  staw  my  ewic,  horn, and  a\ 
The   ewie ,  &c  . 


('auld  or  hunger    never  <lang°  her, 
Wind  or  rain   cou'l    never  wrang  her; 
Ante  she  lay  a    owk,  an'  larger, 
Out    aneath   a  wreath    o'  snaw. 
The   ewie,  Arc. 

When  other  ewies   lap   the  dyke, 
And  ate  the  kail  for  a'  the  tyke, 
My  ewie  never  play'd  the  like, 

But   teas'd  about  the  barnyard  wa'. 
The    ewie,  Arc. 

A  better,  nor  a  thriftier  beast, 

Nae  honest  man  could  »eel  hae  wist; 

For,  silly  thing",  she  never  mist 

To  hae  ilk  year  a  lamb  or  twa. 
The    ew  ie ,  & c  . 

The  first  she  had  I  gae  to  Jock, 
To  be  to  him  a  kind  o'  stock, 
Ami  now  the   laddie  has   a  ilock 
Of  mair  than  thirty  head  to  ca\ 
The    ev.  ie  ,  & c . 

The  neest  I  gae  to  Jean,  and  now 
The  bairn's  sae  braw,  has  fauld  sae  lu', 
That  lads  sae  thick  come  her  to  woo,  • 
They're  fain  to  sleep  on  hay  or  straw. 
The    ewie,  &c . 

I  looked  ay  at  even  for  her, 
For   fear  the    fumart  might  devour  her, 
Or  some  mishanter  had  come  o'er  her, 
Gin  the  beastie  bade  aw  a'.  . 


The  < 

swic 

O,  a'  ye  bards  beneath 

I  sought   her    sair  upo'  the  morn, 
And  down  beneath  a  buss  o'  thorn 
I  grot  my  ewie's  crooked  horn, 
But   ah!  my  ewie  was  awa! 
The   ewie,  &c  . 

But  an  I  had  the  loon  that  did  it, 
J.  hae  sworn  as  weel  as  said  it, 
Tho'  a'  the  warld  shou'd  forbid  it, 
T  wad  gic  his  neck  a  thraw. 
The    ewie,  arc. 

'/ 

1  never  met"  wi'  sic  a  turn 
As  this,  since  ever  1  was  born, 
My  ewie  wi'  the  crooked  horn, 
Puir  silly  ewic,  stown  awa. 
The  ewie ,  &c  . 

O  had  she  died  of  crook  or  cauld, 
As  ewies  die  when  they  are  auld, 
It  wadna  been,  by  mony  fauld, 
Sae  sair  a  heart  to  anc  o\  a*. 
The  ewie,  &  c  . 

.{•.♦!  *        -     -  *  v/ 

For  a'  the  claith  that  we  hae -worn, 
Frae  her  and  bet's  sae  aft  en  shorn* 
The  loss  of  her  we  cou'd  hae  hofjit, 
Had  fair  strae  deatli  tanc  her  awa. 
The  ewie ,  &c  . 

But,  silly  thing,to  lose  her  life, 
Aneath  a  greedy  villain's  knife. 
Im  really  fear'd  that  our  goodvsilc 
Sail  never  win  aboon't   ava  . 
The   ewie,  At. 


Call  up  your  muses,  let  them  mourn, 
Our  cwie,wi'  the  crooked  horn, 

Is  stown  frae  us,  and  fcll\l,  and  a'l 
The  ewic,  arc  . 
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Ta.m  GLF.JT. 


lively 


N    k  N 


fcj  K  h 


My  heart  is  a  breaking'  dear  tit_tie!  Sonic  counsel  un_to  mc  come 


i — s — » 


Ms 


m 


p 


^ — » 


3* 


Icn'^To  anger  them  a'  is  a   ni_ty,  But   what    will    I    do    wi*  Tain  Glen, 


l\n   thinking,  wi'    sic    a   braw  lellow, 
In  jioortith  I  might  mak  a  fen'j 

Wliat   care  I    in    riches    to  wallow, 
H    I    manna   marrj    Tarn   Glen  ! 


I 


There1*    Lowrie,  the   laird  o'  Drunieller, 

"Glide  <lay  to  you,  brute"  lie  comes  ben; 

He  brag's   and  he   blaws    o'   his  siller 

But  when  will  he   dance   like   Tarn  Glen. 

My  minnic   does   constantly  deavc  me, 
And  bids  me   beware  o'  young'  men', 

They  Hatter,    she    says,  to    deceive  mc, 
But    wha    can    think    sac    f»'    Tarn  Glen. 

My    daddic    sa\s,gin  forsake  him, 

He'll   gie   me  glide  blinder   marks  ten; 

Hut,  if    it's    ordain  rl    I    maun    take  him, 
0,wha    will     I    gel    hut     Tain  Glen! 

Yestreen,  at    the    valentines''  dealing, 

.'My  heart     to    my   mou'  gicd    a  sten, 
Kor    thrice    1    drew    anc   without  failing, 
And    thrice   it    was    written    Tarn  Glen. 


Jc 


Tlie   last    Halloween    I    was    w  aukin 

Mj    droukit    sat  k    sleeve,  as  ye  ken, 

His    likeness    cam  ii|>    the    house  staukin, 

And   the   vcty    g  t  ev    breeks   o'    Tarn  Glen. 

Come  counsel,   dear    tittic,    don't  tarry, 
I'll  gie    j  on    ni)    bonnie    blac  k  hen, 

Gil    yc    will    advise    me    to  uurn 

The    lad    1    lo'e    dearly.   Tarn  Glen. 


OH>4vV-.4JV\40/G9  or  '/HE    SOJTG   OF  DEATH . 


fi-aelic  Air. 


*  ■ 

Fai  cw  oil,  thou  fair  ctajfethOU  green  earth, an«l  ye  skies.  Now  pay  with  I  lie 


>road  setting  sun  J    Farew  ell,  loves 


and  friendships, ye  dear  ten_dci  ties!  Our 


lites  glooniv  foe  J  G-o  frighten  the  !flw_ar<l  and  slave,    Go     teach  them 


trem_blc,  tell  tyrant.. but  know,  No  terrors  hast  thou   to  Ithc  brave. 


Them   strik'st    the   dull   v0*"-*"1?   lie  sinks    in    the  dark, 

Nor   saves    ev'n    the    wrcik    ut  a  name.' 
Thou   strik'st    the    yoiinff  hero,  a    glorious  mark! 

He    (alls  in    the  Maze    oi    his  lame. 
In    the    lield   ol    i>roud   honour,  our   ^mokIs    in    our  hands 

Our   king   and   our    country    to    shm  ; 
While  victory    shines   on    lileV    last    ebbing-  *ands? 

O,  who  would    not     die    with    the     brave  ! 


14 


i/V  LOVEjCOJHf.    LF.T  VS  WANDER. 

Gaelic  Air. 


fl,<  rrlnl 


My    Love  come  let  >is  wan_der,  "Where    Ba_vens    streams  me_ 


fed^ffl^F*F*-T iti  f  J  ii 


53 


an_der,    And    wliere,  in    sim_|>lc    g'ran  —  deur,  The   dai_sy  decks  the  plain. 


ri1 


1= 


^fen  t  i  r.n  rn  gj  r  i 


Peace  and  joy    our  hours  will   measure^  Come,   oh  come,  mv  soul's  best  treasure! 


Then  how  sweet,  and  then  how   chear_ie,  Ha-ven's  braes  will  be, my  <lear_ie 


>       The  silver  moon    is  beaming", 

On   Clyde   her  light   is  streaming, 
And, while  the   world    is  dreaming-, 

We^ll    talk  of   love,   my  dear. 
None,  my  Jean,  will  share  this  bosom, 
Where  thine  imaefe   loves   to  blossom, 
And  no  storm   will  ever  sever 
That  dear  ilowcr,-  or  var*  ■*  ever. 

*  Raven's    stream, in  the  neighbourhood  of  Greenock. 

The  black  haired  laddie. 

\ir.   An  yilleadh  duth  ciar  <li7th. 
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ne'er    can    a.wa    wi'    the    thoughts     o'    to.  mor.  row;    My    fa  _  thcr 


he 


r 


bar_gain'd    to    part    wi'    his    Flo_ra,    My    black  — hair'd  .  dear    lad_die,  .O 


f 


f 


tak     me    a_wa!    My    black-hair'd    dear    lad.  die,   O    tak    me     a  _  wa  ! 


The 


I    flee    frae    the  grey-headed  laird  an'  my  father, 
I    lice   to   my   shq>lier<l,  wlia  trips  owrc  (he  heather; 
We  aye  -were  In'  glad  when  at  eVn  we'd  forgather; 

My  l>l a<  k -hair'd    <lear  laddie,  O  tak  me  awa. 

My  black -hair <t,  Arc. 

The  story  is  tanl'l,  an'  her  father's  confounded; 
The  ha1  wi*  his  rage  an'  rampagin'  resounded; 
The   horn,  an1  the  shout's  spreadin'  clamour, far  sounded, 

To    tell   wha  the    shepherd  had  carried  awa. 

To   tell,  Arc. 

Owre   hill,  stream,  an'  valley,  through  bramble  an'  brecken, 

They  Hew  till  the  fugitives  were  overtaken; 

They've  torn  them    asindcr,  their  tender  hearts  brcakin'; 

The  black-hair'd    poor  shepherd  they  drave  him  awa. 

The   blaek -hai rd v  Arc. 

The  shepherd  lie    look'd  in  a  sad  sort  o'  languish, 
An'  Flora, owrc-e  omt ,   in  a  heart  brcakin'  anguish, 
Kxe  laim'd  _l'frosty-headcd  laird  ne'er  shall  extinguish 

Mj    love    foi   the  laddie  they've    driven  iwa'.' 

My  love,  Arc . 

Then   Flora,  my  life's  saul,  refrain  thy    sail  sorrow, 
Nor  heed  yc   the  purposed  plan   o'  tomorrow, 
The  dotard  is  doited,    the    shepherds  dear  Flora, 

fr'rc  morning's  grey   dawivin'  will    hae    tin  c  awa. 

F.re  morning's,  Arc  . 
dterafions  in   the  word*   <if   this    cop\    by   the    Author    D.  Touij'h  . 


If) 


Flow   gcntl\,swert  AI_ton,  a_mong  thy  green  braes  j  Flow  gently.  I'll 


*  F 

sing'   thee    a    song    "i    thy    praise;    My   Ma_ry\    a  —  .sleep   by   thy    niurmui  i  ne 


3 


stream?     Flow  gent_ly,  sweet     Al  —  ton,   dis  _  turb     not     lier  dream 


mm 


i 


Tliou    st ock  —  itove^  w liose    echo    resounds    thro'   the  glen; 
Ye   wild-whistling  blackbirds,  in   yon   thorny  den; 
Thou  green  -crested    lapwing,  thy    streaming  lorbcar} 
I   c  harge   you,  disturb    jiot    my   slumbering"  lair. 

How    lolty,  sweet   Alton,  thy  neighbouring  liills, 
Far    mark'd  with  the   courses   ol   clear- winding  rills; 
There  dailv    1    wander,  as    noon    rises  high, 
\l\    llocks    and    mj    Mary's    sweet    cot   in   my  eye. 

How    iileasant    thy    banks   and    green   vallics  below, 
Where  wild  in    the    woodlands    the   primroses  blow-; 
There    aft,  as    mild  e-v'ning  weeps  over   the  lea, 
The    sweet -scent cd    Itirk    shades   tlry    Mary  and  me. 

Thy     crystal    stream,  Alton,  how    lovely  it  glides, 

Al»<l   winds   bj    the  cot    where   my    Mary  resides? 

How   wanton    thy    waters    her    snowy  lect  lave, 

As   gathering  sweet    flowerets    she    stems    fhj    clear  wave. 


Flow    gently,  sweet    Alton,  among    thy    green  braes' 
Flow  gently,  sweet     river,    the    theme    ol    my  la\s; 
\|>    Mary*    anlecp   hj    th>     murmuring  stream, 
|-'i,     irc'lit'v,    ■  \  i  •<    \f  1  on  ,  dist  in  b   not    hci    d;  «  am  . 
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77/  F   SHI  PWRF.CK. 


Air.  The  Mariner*  Dinge, 


Slow. 


Yc   lost   com_|>an— ioiih   of  distress,  a  -.  dieii!      Your    toils,  and 


ESS 


f 

pains,  ami  dan— gers   arc  no  more;       The  (em— |>cst    now    shall     liowj     un  _ 


heard    by    you.    While    o_oean    smites    in    vain    the    trem  — bling  shore. 


On  yon    the  blast,  surcharged  with  rain  and  snow, 
In  winter's  dismal  nights  no  more  shall  beat; 

Unlcll  by  you  the  vcrtic   sun  may  glow, 

And  scorc  h  the  panting-  earth  with  baneful  heat. 

The  thundering'  drum,  the  trumpets  swelling  strain 
tTnheard,  shall  form  the  long  embattled  line; 

Unheard,  the  deep  foundations   of  the  main 

Shall  tumble,  when  the  hostile  squadrons  join. 

What   though  no  funeral  pomp ,  no  borrowed  tear, 
Your  hour  of  death  to  gazing  crowds  shall  tell. 

Nor  weeping  friends  attend  your  sable  bier, 
Who  sadly  listen   to   the  passing;  bell! 

What   though    no   sc  ulptur'd  |>ile  your  name  displays, 
I^ike  those  who  j>crish  in  their  country's  cause  ! 

What  though   no  e|)ic    muse  in   living-  lays. 

Records   your  dreadful    daring  with  applause! 

Yet   shall   remembrance  from  Oblivion's  veil 

Relieve  your  scene,  and   sigh  with  grief  sincere, 

And   soft   Compassion,  at  your  tragi*'  tale, 
In   silent    tribute  pay   her  kindred  tear. 


1 


1H 


1HF  ft  Of  KF   Oy  LOC  H  R}\4  VV*. 

Air,  The  Rover. 


TJ>e  Ro-fcr    o'     L.ooh_ry_an,  lies    g-ane     Wi'  liis    mrr.ry  men  sac 


bowl  d    owre    the    bark     o'     a     wave.  Its    r«o     wben     tlie      Looli  lies 


S — 

p 

tar 

* 

1  i 
»  1 

<  i 

(s     trough,  When 

nae  _  tiling    His  —  turbs    it  ; 

hp 

i  _  va 

r 

;     But  tbe 

-*r  •  £■ 

rack,  an'  tlie  ri<le  o'  the  rest  — less  tide,  Or  the  sj>lash  o'  the  grey  sea—maw, 


ppi 
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sil.ler  sea,      That   I   look    to    the   -west-  for  the  bark    I     lo'e   best,     An1  the 


t  i  r  |  i  r  r  mn^* 


cheeks    to.    tlie    flud,    An'  the   sea    lays   its     shoufher  to    the    shore;  "When  the 


n  i  ^ii  p  j  m  § 


win'   sing's  high,  an'  the  sea— whaups  cry  As  they  rise  frae  the  whitening  roar. 


cjir  Lr  I 


It's  then  tliat  I  look  to  the  thickening  rook, 

An' watch  by  the   midnight  tide; 
I  ken  the  wind   brings    my  rover  hame, 

An'  the   sea  that  he  glories  to  ride. 
O  merry  he  sits  'mang  his  jovial  crew, 

Wi'  the   helm -heft   in  his  hand, 
An'  he   sings  aloud    to  his   boys   in  blue 

As    his    e'es    upon    Galloway's  land  

"rjnstcnt   an'  slack    each  reef  and  tack, 

Gie   her  sail,  boys,  while  it  may  sit; 
She  has  roar'd  thro'  a  heavier  sea  afore, 

An'  she'll   roar  thro'   a    heavier  yet. 
When   landsmen  sleep,  or  wake  an'  creep, 

In  the  tempest's   angry  moan, 
We  flash   thro'  the  drift,  an'  sing  to  the  lilt 

O'  the  wave,  that    heaves  us  onv 
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.wr  l.4/>y*  sty's  irrfHijr  her  bower* 

Old  Air. 


IT  -i-i — 1  '  1  " — ■ — -  — -r 

Mv  la_dy  sits  with —in    her    bower,  Baith  sit  k    an. I     -..it  was 


5^ 


-lie,  "When  in   there  came   a   mas_tif  tyke.  That  It «« i  *<  I  both   her   and  me, 


A  blood-\    battle   soon  began 
Between  this  dog-   ana  me; 

When   1    then   fled    be-low   the  bid, 
Aild    thought  he'd  worried  me. 


O  baft   I    here    m\    master  Hear! 

A  gallant  yjiunjT  squire  is  he; 
He  would  soon  |>e«|>er  jour  Murk  sides, 

And  rid   the  house  of  thee  . 


O  Nero   is'th\    name   I   said,  0,Bct?>,rall  to  me  m>    l>agi  , 

And  wee  I    nam'd  may  ye   be,  Make  haste  and  gvar  bim  flee, 

Or  yc'il  ne'er  hae  bitten  im  I,adys  linger,  That  lie  may  Iokc  this  surly  tUe 


Or  fought  en  sae  sore  wi'  me 


Out   owrt   the  K am  to  flee, 


O  hold  your  peace, you  little  pug, 
For  what  use  tan  ye  be, 

Rut   to    lie    in   a    lady'-  lap, 
Or  <  at<  h  a    mouse  <ir  flee. 


Tbe  little  l>agc  lie  came,  lie  ran, 
A  great  big  besom  bad  he, 

And  soon   he  fore'd    this  surly  tyke 
Out  owre  the  Earn  to  flee. 


I  know  I    am  of    little  stature, 
And   far  far  less    than  thee; 

But  had   I  strength  to  my  goodwill 
A   dead  dog-  ye  should  be  . 


Come   all  ye  mieklc  mastif  t\kcs, 
A  warning'  take  by  me! 

Ne'er  meddle  wi'  little  g-entle  dog< 
That's  born  of  high  degree. 


M\    lather   was  an    Earl's  dog, 

My  mother  a  Knight's  was  she, 

And   it   ill  beeomes   a  mastif  tyke, 
To   bile    or  snarl    at  me. 


For  1  bac   liv'd    in  this  eastle 

These   seven  >iais  and  near  three. 

Rut  such  misfortunes  ne'er  hefel 
Since  Prim  they  called  me. 


*  I'll  is  song,  with  its  melody,  was  written  from  the  singing  ol    Mr.s  Maxwell  Sen! 
ol  Rrediland. 

1 


MY  JfATirF.  ISLE. 
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Air,  General  Robertson  of  Li»<r. 
k 


Moderately; 
Slow. 


Anclmust  I  leave  my  native  Isle  ;Fair  lriendshij?seye,affection\sH>ile;The 


mountain  sj>ort,  the  angler's  wile,  The  birch   and  wee|>_ing  wil_low.  The 


tii  gli.l  and  glen,  the  healthy  gale,  The  gloaming  tj"lcc,  the  evening  tale;  And 


as 


mst  1  leave  my  na_tive  vale,   And   brave   the   boistVous   hil_ Iqw 


How  sweet    to  <  I  i  m  I »  the  mountain  high, 
While  dawning  gilds  the  eastern  sky; 
Or  in  the  shade  at  noon  to  lie 

Ui>oh  the  fell  so  airy. 
And,  when  the  sun  is  sinking  low^ 
Th ro' woodland  walks  to  wander  slow* 
Or  kindly  in  my  v'ai<'  to  rowe 

My  gentle  rosy  Mary. 


My  native  Isle!   I  love  thee  well; 
I  love  thee  more  than  1  c  an  tell  J 
Accept  my  last,  my  sad  farewell! 

In  thee  I  may  not  tarry. 
What  makes  my  bosom  heave  so  high? 
What  makes  the  dew-dro|> gild  mine  eye? 
Alas!  that  dew  would  quickly  dry, 

If  'twere  not  for  my  Mary. 


O  youth!    thou  season  light  and  gay, 
How  soon  thy  pleasures  melt  away! 
Like  dream  dispell d  by  dawning  day, 

Or  waking  wild  vagary. 
The  thrush  shall  quit  the   woodland  dale, 
The  lav'rock  cease  the  dawn  to  hail, 
K.re  1   forget  my   tiative  vale, 

Or  my  sweet  lovely  Mary, 
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SAW    YE   JTE'F.jR   A    I A  JVELY  LASSIE. 


Sjw  ye  ne'er  a  lane_lv  las_sic,  Thinkin,  gin   she  were  a  -«ilc,  The 


sun  o'  joy   wad    nc\r  gae   down,   But    warm    and   cheer  her    a'     her  life. 


^  %1I 


Saw    ye    ne'er    a    wea  _  ry    wi_fv,     Think— in,    gin     she      were     a  hsv, 


She  wail    aye    be  blythe    and  hcar_t; 

,  v            m'    m     f       f      T"  f 

*— 

— f 

Eight-ly  a 

f  

s    the  d 

ay  ws 

•  -  1  H' 

d  pass. 

Wives   and    lasses,  young  and  aged. 

Think   na    on  each    ither's  fate; 
Ilka   ane   it    has    it  crosses; 

Mortal   joy   was    ne'er  complete. 
Ilka   ane   it    has   its  blessings; 

Peevish    dinna    pass    them  bye; 
Seek    them   out    like    bonny  berries, 

Tho'  among   the    thorns    they  lie. 

'r'/S   JVAE   YFtBY    LA.YG  SIJTSY+YE. 


'Tiv    iiae  vor_y    lang   sin-sync,  That   I   had   a   lad  o*  my   ain,  B"< 


S3 


w  r 

now  he's    a  — wa    to    an_ith_er,     And     left     me     a'     my      lane.  The 


*  # 


r 


la<s     he    is    court  —  ing    has     sil  _  ler,  An'      I      lue      nane      at       a1;  It's 

mm 


rtr  -   -r  r 

nought     but     the     love   «*    the    tocher,  Thats     taen     my     laddie     a  _  w; 


But   I'm   hlyth    that    my  heart's   my  ain, 

And. 1 11  keep  it  a'  my  life, 
(Tntill  that   1  meet  wi'  a  lad 

Wlia  has  sense  to  wale  a  good  wile. 
For    though    I   say't    my  sell, 

That    sluitj'd   nae  say't,  tis  true, 
The   lad   that  gets    me  for  a  wife 

He'll    ne'er  hae  occasion  to  roc. 

I  gang  ,,y  f,,,f  (lean   and    fon  tosh, 

As   a'  the   neighbours  can  tell, 
Though  I've  seldom  a  gown  on    my  hack 

Bat  sic  as  I  spin  my  sell  I 
And  when  1  am   clad  in   my  kourtsey, 

1  think  mysell   as  hraw 
As  Susie,  wi'  a'  her  pearling, 

That's   tane  my  laddie  awa'. 


But  I  wish  they  were  buckled  together. 

And  may  they  live  happy  for  lift 5 
Tho'  Willie  does  slight  me,  ands  lelt  me, 

The  chield   he  deserves  a  good  wile. 
But  o!  I'm  blyth  that  I've  miss'd  liim, 

As  blytli  as  I  weel  can  be? 
For  ane  that'sl  sae  keen  o'  the  siller 

Will  never  agree  wi'  mc. 

But,  as  the  truth  is,  l'm  hearty, 
I  hate  to  be  scrimpit  or  scant; 

The  wee  thing  1  hae    III  mak  use  ot. 
And   nae  ane  about  me  shall  want. 

For  I'm  a  good  guide  o'  the  warld, 
I  ken  when  to  hand   and    to  giej 

For  whing'ing  and  cringing"  for  siller 
Will   never  agree  w  i'  mc. 


Contentment   is    better  than  riches, 

An'  he  wha   has  that    has  enough} 
The  master  is  seldom  sae  happy 

As  Robin,  that   drives   the  plough. 
Bui  if  a  young  lad  wou'd   cast  up, 

To  mak  me  his  partner  for  life; 
II  the  chield   has   the  sense  to   be  happy. 

He'll    fa'  on   his   feel    lor  a  wife. 
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P»4iSLFV    L  .4  S  S  F  S  . 


Lively. 


Air,  Ayrshire  Lasses. 


•-7 — *  * 

O  lu e  ye  seen  our  1  ass.es  yet, Our  lass es  t  riff  and  bonni e,  O,  Sae 


P 


|s  S  f>  |» 


w  a 


blythe,  sae  neat,  sac  smiling  sweet,  They're  nev_er  matchVl  by  o_nj,0.  The 

mm 


p 


f 


t 


heart  sae  Irce,  the  pieri  ing-  e'e ,  The  smile  that  a'    s iir_pass  _rs ,   O;  The 


i 


i 


^  J". 

 1  k*  1 

|P 

nyt 

 T  1 

nphs  a— roun'  maim  . 

1 

»'  look  down  Con 

n—par'd 

Uj  J  ;;■ 

i'  Pais_ley  Lass.es,  ()  . 

"  1  j 

■  1  J  OJ  11 

When    Love   had  fix'd    lit*   throne  on  earth, 

Midst  beauty's  fond  caresses,  O, 
His   hours   below  mov'd    dull    and  slow 

Unless  'mang  Paisley  Lasses,  O. 
The  witching1  face,    in  ev'ry  place, 

Like  ghaists,our  peace  harasses, 
But  still  we  cbace  the  lovcl\  rate 

O'   honnie    Paisley   Lasses,  O. 

I  see  the  belle,  wi'  silk  and  lace, 

Wi'  scoi nfu'  e'e   she  passes, 
But  stu<lied  grace  maun   aye  gie  place 

To  bonnie   Paisley  Lasses,  O. 
Then, while  in  friend  fillips  social  ha' 

We  push  aroun'  the  glasses,  O, 
Let's  drink  to   them  that  charm  us  a', 

The   bonnie    Paisley  Lasses,  O. 


WHF.  *r  i  vpojt  i'h  r  hosom  le.4*\\ 
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Air,  Scots  Recluse 


J  i » i  r  i  mi qjj,  j. :  j  i  i,j  n  i  ni-n  n 


Wlicn  I  up.on  thy  ho.sum  lean.   And  fond_ly  clasp  thee    a'  niv 


din,   1    glo_ry  in  the   sa— cred   ties   That  made  us  ane,  wha  ante  were  twain .  A 

J        J      J  ,i 


i 


j  i.  n  Wi 

mil— tual  f  lame   in  _ 

nH~,     .    ■  -4 

spircfe  ii 

SB! 

s    haitll,   The   ten_der  look,  the 
¥  0  r-^  »-m 

melting'   kiss;  F.vn 

J  ■  - 

E  ;  gr. 

=F=F 

years,  shall    ticer   de_stroy   our   love,  But  on_ly  gi  e   us   change   o'  bliss. 


Hac   1  a   wish?  it's    a'  for  thee; 

I  ken  thy  wish  is  me  to  |>icase« 
Our  moments  jiass  sae   smooth  away, 

That  numbers  on  us  look  and  gaze. 
Wecl  jdeas'd   they  see  our  havi>> ''days, 

Nor  envy's   sel'  finds   aught    to  blame; 
And  aye  when  weary  cares  arise 

Thy  bosom    still  shall  be   my   hame  . 

I'll   lay  me  there,  and  take  my  rest, 

And  if  that  aught  disturb  my  dear, 
I'll  bi<l  her  laugh  her  cares  away, 

And  beg   her  not  to  drav  a  tear. 
Hae  I  a  joy?  it's  a'  her  ain; 

United  still  her  heart   and  mine, 
They're  like  the  woodbine  round  the  tree, 

That's   twin'd  till  death   shall   til  em 'disjoin  < 
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tHE   TTOUJVG  LAIRD  AJfD  EDINBURGH  KATlE. 

Air,  Edinburgh  Kate. 


Now  wat  ye  wha  1  met  yestreen,  Coming  down  the  street,my  jo?  My 


m 


mispress  in  her  tar_tan    screen,   Fu'  bon_ny,  braw,  and  sweet,  m>    jo.  My 


P 


r  tf  mi 


i 


lear?,'  quoth  1 ''thanks  to  the  night,  That  nev_er  wish'd  a    lov_,er  ill,  Since 


yeVe  out   o'  your  mith_er's    sight,    Let's    tak    a  walk  \i\>  to    the  bill' 


P 


"O  Katie,  wilt  thou  gang  wi>  me,  * 

And  leave  the  dinsomc  town  awhile? 
Tlit  blossom's  sprouting  frae  the  tree, 

And  a'  the  simmer's  gaun  to  smile: 
The  mavis,  lintie,  and  the  lark, 

The  bleating  lambs  ,  and  whistling  hi  nd, 
In  ilka  dale,  green  shaw,  and  |>ark, 

Will  nourish  health,  and  glad  your  mi  ndV 


'Soon  as  the  clear  goodman  of  < t .< n 

Bends  down  this  morning  draught  o'dew. 
We'll  ga'e  to  some  burn— side  and  play, 

And  gather  flowers  to  busk  your  brow: 
We'll  |)ou  the  daisies  on  the  green, 

.The  lucken  gowans  frae  the  bog; 
Between  hands  now  and  then  we'll  lean, 

And  snort  U|lOH  the  velvet  log'.' 


"fluro's  ui>  into  a  pleasant  glen, 

A  wee  |>ie<  r  frae  my  fathers  tower, 
\  <  aiiny,  salt,  and  flowery  den, 

Where  circling  birks  have  lorm'd  a  bower. 
Whene'er  the  sun  gTOW*  high  and  warm, 

We'll  to  that  catller  shade  remove, 
There  sit,   secure  from  iv'ry  harm, 

And  breathe  our  constant  vows    o'  love?' 


I 


kaT/f.'s  a  jvs  web. 

Air,  My  mither's  aye  glowrin  o'er  uie. 


Lively.  ■ 


My  mith— er's   aye   glowr_iit  o'er  me,  Tho'  slie  <t i <1  tlie    same    be  — 


mm 


J1  ,lJ.J   !    0  J 


fore   me}   I    ran—  na    pet    leave    to    look    to    my     love,  Or"  else      she  is 


f  1  f  v  r 


j'l  Ji'l. Jl  lH    '    U  L-ll  I r  1 


like    to    de  —  vour     me.        Right     lain    wait     f.    t  n  k    yere      of  _  fer,  Sweet 


to 


Sir,    but    111    tine    my    toch_er;    Then,      San  _  <iy,    ,.'ye*Jl       fret  y_  And 


*        m   1 

rte    yere    i>oor  K; 
j  i 

r 

itc,  W 

lie  ii . 

■       0  * 

.e'er  ye    keck  ir 

•  g~ 

your  tooni 

<< 

.1  _  Ic 

r . 

For    tho1  my  father  has  plenty 
Oi  siller,  and  plenishing  dainty, 

Yet  he's  unio  sweer 

To  twin  wi*  his  gear, 
And  sac  we  had  need   to  be  tenty. 
Tutor  my  parents   wi'  caution, 
Be  wylie   in  ilka  motion; 

Brag  weel   o   yere  land,' 

And  there's    my   lea!  band, 
Win  them,  I'll  be  at  your  devotion, 


2S 


•I'HUS  C  A  V  I.  />,  (\A  ('  L  D  HW  JT't R  V  .M O  R  JT. 


Air,  (  I  a\ i  rs' Visit. 


Slow. 


5 


'Tw^v     on     a     (  auld,  (  auld    wintrv    morn,    "Wlien  heaps  o'  driltin' 


r  i  1 1 :  *  \  un\  ii  i  \  i  ii  1 1 


snaw     Lay    roun'    our    bour_och,  and   raise    uj>   A—gainst  our   tial.-lan  \va'. 


a- 


My  latlier  sat  wi'  a  though!  u'  e'e, 
'His  years  fourscore  and  (wa; 

But  lie  had  sworn  to  the  covenant, 
The  solemn  league,  and  a'. 

"Lassie''  quo' he,    'your  brethren  three 
Are  in   the  camp,  whate  nane 

But  wha  for  the  haly  covenant 
Their  solemn  aith    hae  ta'en." 

"Lassie','  quo' he,  "their  travail's  sair. 

An'  we   s.it   lownc  an'  calm^, 
Biing  ilown,  bring'  down   the  haly  b<i:k, 

We'll   sing  the  mornin'  psalm?' 

An'  v  <•  sang  the  mornin'  psalm,  until 
The    tears  drapt   Irae  our  e'e; 

M\    lather  prayd  lor  tbe  <  amp  O?  God, 
I     tor  m\    brethren  three. 

M>    lather   raise,  wi'  a  wistf.u'  e'e, 
Alt'  look'd  o'er  dale  an'  down, 

"Lassie','  <(iio'  he,4'  the  cruel  gled<l 
Ciito   our  nest   hath  flown'.' 

********      *  * 

■^F  ^  ^n"  *^  ^  ^  ^fr 

Clavers,   an'  a'  his  wicked  men, 
Our  houroch  prancd  it  roun', 

Wi'  avilu'  aitbs  they  drew  their  swords, 
*****  * 

M>    latber,  eoulel  na    thy   grey  hairs 
Tlitir  bluidy  hands  restrain? 

Na,  na,  their  hearts  too  harden'd 
*      *       *       ^*       ^fc  * 


were , 


But    their  is    am-    in     heaven  aboon, 

Tbat  si<  ill  deeds  ran  see. 
***       ****  * 
****** 
The  memory  of  Claverhouse  is  universally  detested  in  Scotland,  from  the  cruel- 
1   ti<s  he  inflicted  <>n  the  persecuted  Presbyterians. 


T"  11 E   HILLS    O'  GALLOWA. 
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Air,  The  Lass  amang-  the  Breekan. 


Amanp;  the 


birks,sae  hlythe  an*  gay  IniTt  my  Julia  ham 


hamewartl  gaun,  The 


mtfn  1 1  g 


lin-ties  chauntit  on  tlic  spray,  The  lam.mics   loii|>_it   on    llic     I  awn  5  On 

-i-  £  


u*  r  r 


hi 


■   luacs  wi'  gowans  bifskit 


gloatnin  s  p'laid    o'  grey  was  thrawn  Out    oVr   the   hills   o'  (ral_lo_wa 

 J  £  


Wi'  music  wild  the  woodlands  rang,  "When  gloamin'  daunders  up  the  hill, 

And   fragrance  wing'd  alang  the   lee,  An'  our  gudeman  ca's  hame  the  cows, 

When  down  wc  sat,  the  flowers  amang,  Wi'  her  1*1 1  trace  the  mossy  rill 

Upon  the  hanks   o'  stately  Dec:  That  through  the  rashes  dimpled  rows; 

M\    Julia's    arms  encircled   me;  Or  tint  amang  the  s<  rotry y  knowes, 

Then  sweetly   slade  the  hours  awa,  My  hirken  pipe  l'll  sweetly  blaw, 

Till  daw  ning  coost    a  glimmcrin'  ee  An'  sing  the  streams,  the  straths,  an'  howes, 

Upon   the   hills   o'  G-allowa.  The  hills  an'  dales,  o*  Gallowa. 


It    Una  owscn,  sheep,  an'   kye , 

It    isna  gowd,    it    isna  gear, 
This  lilted   e'e  wad   hae^'quo'   I  , 

This  warldV  drumlie  gloom  to  cheer! 
Kut  gie  to  me  my   Julia  dear, 

Ye  powers,  wha  rowe  this  earthen  ha'; 
An'  O  sac  hlythe  through  life  l'll  steer 

Amanu  hills   o*  Gall 


"An'  when  auld  Scotland's  heathy  hills, 

Her  rural   nymphs  an'  jovial  swains., 
Her  'flowVy  -wilds  an'  wimpll  n' ,  ri  1 1  s  , 

Awake   nac  mair  my  canty  strains. 
Where   friendship  dwells  an'  freedom  r.  i»n 

Where  heather  blooms  an'  moor-cot  l<s  <  1 
O  dig   my  grave,  an'  lay  m\  banes 

Amangr  the  hills   o*  G-allowa!" 


.3  0 


HFRF'S   HIS   HF..ALIH  IJT  WATFR. 


Lively. 


|AlTt  J1 

1 
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J  . — J — 

tho'  his  back  be  a 

t  the  'W 

a',  An 

J  *       ?  f  J  ' 

—  oth_cr  wa s  the 
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r;     Al  _ 

\  Is 


j  n.r  r  r  f,r  mrvi  r  p 


pat    the    skaith,    he    gat    the    scorn,   I    lo'e    him    still    the   bet_ter;  Tho' 


IS  N 


in     a    muir    1     hide     for—lorn,   1^1 1     drink     his     health    in    wa.ler;     Al  _ 


=3= 


tho'    his    hack    he    at    the    wa',    Yet    here's    his    health    in  wj.ter, 


mm 


.A^OIT  WIN  T'FR,  WI 9  HIS  CLOU  I)  1"  BROW. 

Air.  Fortieth  House. 


Mow  winterJwi'  his  c  loud— y  brov»,  Is  far  ayttlll  jon  mountains,  And 


i 


T 


flic    hud -ding;.   slae_thorn  hank      She    sprcails    lier   ear_ly   blossom,  -AikI 


r  i  r  i ,  i  r^+^  j 


iP'Hf 


^     ■  ^ — p- — *- 

late_ly    a'    was     clad    wi'  snaw, 


Sac     dark-  some    dull     an'    drcar_y,  New 


4 

 * 

lavc_  rocks    sing-    to    hail    the    spring:*    An1  na_turc    all    is  cliecr_y 


Then   let    us    leave    the    town,  my  love, 

An*  seek  our  country  dwelling', 
Where  waving;  woods,  and  spreading-  llowYs 

On  ev'ry   side    arc    smiling  . 
We'll   tread    again    the  daisied  g-reen, 

Where  first  your  beauty   mov'd  me; 
We'll  trace    again   the   woodland  scene, 

Where  first  ye   nwu'd  yc    lov'd  me: 
We  soon  will  view   the   roses  hlaw, 

In   a'   the   charms    cfl  lancyj 
For   douhly  dear   these    jdeastrres  a', 

When   shar'd  with  you,   my  Nancy. 
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OCTOBER    WI^YDS    TTI*  B/'/'f.YG  BREATH. 

Air,  O  tny  LnvcV  honnie. 


Moderately 
Slow. 


mm 


r  winds, w 


J .  r "  ■  j — > 


m 


is* 


yel_low  ladling;  Nae  pow.ans  glint   u|>_on    the    green.    A- las!  they're 


S  N 


^_ — ^  *  *a-  < — "3  *  — 9   1  r  -*-t 

co'er'd   wi*   \vin_tcr\   rlcad_ing.    As    thro'   the   woods  1  mus_ine"  gang,  Nac 


m 

■ 

M 

bird  _  ies     (  lit 

cr  nit 
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li.ic     the  l>usli_e 

Save 
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1 

it  _  tl 
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e      So  _  bin's 

r  • 

« — 1  ■  r 

lane  _  ly      sang,     "Wild      warb  —  ling     where     the     bur_  nie  gtish.es 

0    ,    I  »  m.  


Tht    sun  is   jogging    down  the  brae, 

Dimly    through  the  mist  he's  shining, 
And  cranrewgh  hoar    creeps  o'er   the  grass, 

As  day  resigns  his  throne  to  e'ening. 
Oil   let  me  walk    at   twilight  grey, 

To  view   the  face  of  dying  nature, 
Till   spring   again,  wi1  mantle  green, 

Delights   the   heart  o'   ilka  creature. 
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Jit  AMY'S  SMILES. 


Air,  Return  my  heart  again. 


■  jBg:  — » 

Sweet  are  the  fair  maids  that  adorn    The  pleasant    hanks    of  Clu_tha's 

J 


4  -if  mmwm  j^j  4 


Yet  still  their  gin-wing  charms  I  viewVl,  An'  aye  my  heart  frae  love  -waslrce,  'Till 


LLir'r  '  f 


P 


Ma-ry's   smiles,an<  win_ning   wyles.  At  length   has  won  that   heart  frae  "me. 


I 'ifTr  Li  j  if  j  m 


mm 


The  rosy  cheek    may   charm  an  hour, 

But    short's' the   pleasure  it  can  gie; 
For  hcauty  fades   like  ony  flower, 

Or  palls   upo'   the  lover's  e'e . 
But  virtue  smiles   aye  sweet  an*  young. 

Her  beau  flies    neither  fade  nor  flee; 
Thus  Mary's  charms   my  hreast    aye  warms, 

An1  keeps  the  heart   she's  won   frae  me. 

o]  what   is  wealth,  an'  what   is  lame? 

Tike  heauty  they  may  fade  away;  • 
An'  what  is  friendship  hut  a  dream, 

A  vision  aft  that    leads  astra>? 
Sac  then   let    fortune  smile  or  frown, 

Friends    prove   unkind,  or  laithfiP  he. 
Still  Mar\\  smiles,  an*  -winning  w-jlcs, 

Will   <  hear   the  heart   she's  won    frae  me. 
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J*LL   0*F.Jt   tHK  MVIF  7*0  MAGGY*  O. 


Brisk. 


11)  o'er  the  muir  to  Mag_gy,  O,  I  II  o'er  the  muir  to  Mag_gy,  0,Wlien 
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I  I  i  li^n  P  Hipn  ru 
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done  wi»  wark,tho*  eer  sae  dark,  III  o'er  the  imiir  to  Mag_gy,  O.  When  the 
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i  J  1 1  ,i  j  ^!  j  i  n  ni.^  1 1  M 


r  ^ 

sun  sinks  down  the  western  sky, When  daun'rin'  hamcward  comes  the  kye,Wlien  the 
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n  n,u  n  rjJ_i 


vail  of    e'en  he—dims  the   tye,  I'll   o'er  the  mnir  to     Mag— gy,  O. 


i 
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I'll  o'er  tlie  mnir    to  Maggy,  O, 
I'll  o'er  the  mnir   to  Maggy, 
I'll  vass   the  den,  and  thro' the  glen, 
Syne  o'er  the  muir  to   Maggy,  O. 
When  day  is  i>ast    I  tak  my  kent, 
And  hie  me  o'er  the  heather  bentj 
I  Icel  sic  joy,  and  hlythe  content,  ■ 
While  o'er  the  muir  wi'  Maggy,  O. 

C  V  LLODEJV,  or   L  OC  Mi  EL'S  FAREWELL. 

Air,  Fingal's  Lament  . 
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l^ir;  Tlifiu  leclst  not  summer's  genial  glow,  More  thai*  Hie  freez-ing  wintry  *\ri 


at 


For  oikc    thou  drank'st  the  he_ro1«  blood,  Ami  w»A  u ll— ha I _l «» w^i  footsteps bore;Thy 
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deeds,  un_ho_ly,  na_ture  vicw\l,   Then    fle<l   and  mrs'd   thee  iv.er-more. 


From  Bcauly's  wild  and  wood  I  and  glens, 

How  proudly  Lovafs  banners  soar! 
How  fierce  tbe  |>laided  Highland  clans 

Rush  onward  with  the  broad  claymore! 
Those  hearts  that  high  with  honour  heaves, 

The  volleying-  thunder  there  laid  low! 
Or  scatter*!  like  the  forest  leaves, 

When  wintry  winds  begin  to  blow! 


To  his  blue  hills, that  rose  in  view, 

As  o'er  the  deep  his  galley  bore, 
He  often  look'd,  and  cried ,  "Ad  ieu  ! 

I'll  never  see  Lochaher  more! 
Though  now  thy  wounds  I  cannot  heal, 

My  dear,  my  injur*!  .native  land! 
In  other  climes  thy  foe  shall  feel 

The  weight  of  Cam- ron't;  deadly  brand. 


Where  now  thy  honours,  brave  Lochiel !    "Land  of  proud  hearts  and  mountains  grey! 

The  braided  plume's  torn  from  thy  brow!  Where  Fingal  fought  and  Ossian  sung! 

What  must  thy  naught}  spirit  feel,  Mourn  dark  Culloden's  fateful  day, 

Wl  ten  skulking  like  themountain  roe!  That  from  thy  chiefs  the  laurel  wrung 

While  w  ild  birds  chant  ItomLoi  h>'s  bowVs,  Where  once  they  rul'd,and  ro^m'd  at  will. 

On  April  eve,  their  loves  and  joys,  Free  as  their  own  dark  mountain  game, 

The  Lord  of  Lncliy's  loftiest  towYs  Their  sons  are  slaves, yet  keenly  feel 

To  foreign  lands  an  exile  flics  .  A  longing  for  their  f  athers*  fame. 

'Shades  of  the  inii>l,i\  and  the  brave! 

Who,  faithful  to  jour  Stuart,  (ell! 
No  trophies  mark  your  common  grave, 

Nor  dirges  lo  your  mem'rj  swell. 
But  generous  hearts  will  weep  your  fate, 

When  far  li.»s   rnlld    the   tide  of  time; 
And  bards  unborn  »hall  renovate 

Your  fading  (ami    in    loltiest  rhyme?' 
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MA  R 


Highland  Air. 


Slow 


I 


It  s  dowie  in  f  he  hint  o' ban  st,  At  the  »  a-gang  o'  the  swallow.  W  hen  the 


33^ 


f 
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win's  grow  can  Id*  \>.  hen  the  burns  grow  hanld,  And  the  w-uds  are  hingin'yellow. 


But,  O.  its  dowicr  far,to  see  The  wa— gang  r»»  her  the  heart  gangs  wi\  The 


'IcaiKrt  n*  a   shining"  e'e.  That   darkens    the   weary    warl    on  tine! 


There  was    micklc  lcrve   atween    us   t  \\  a   

O.  twa  could    ne'er  be  fonder* 

An'  the  thing  on   yird  was    never  made 
That   could    hae  part   us  sunder. 

But  the  way   ©'  Heaven's  aboon    a'  ken   

An'  we   maun   bear  what  it    likes  to  sen  

It's  comlort    tho'  to  weary  mo, 

That    the  warst  o'  this  warl*  waes  maun  en'. 

There's  moiiy  things  that  come  an'  gae  — 
Jusf   kent    and    just  forgotten,  

An1  the  flowers  that  busk  a  bfmnie  brae. 
Gin    B  nit  her   \car   lie  rotten. 

But   the    last    look   o'  that    lovelj  e'e   

An'  the  dj  ing   gri*>  slit    gae  to  DIC 

They're   settled    like  eternity  

<),  Mary!  that    I    Were    \»  i'  th*c! 


Mod: 


WILT  Yhov  gajtg  wv  me. 

Air,  Barm*  Barm 
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Wilt  thou    ^unir  wi'    me,  my    ain    dear—est    las_sie,  To  yon_der 


1 


 1 
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no;    t  lie 

blooming-  he 

at  tier . 
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ere,  as   we    ramble,  tlie 

iVIji 

wild  <leer  will 
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gam  —  bol,    Sae    light    an'    sae    free,     as     they     bound      t o_  get h  —  er  . 


Bright  beams  the  sun    in  the  glow  o'  the  morning, 
As  softly  murmurs  the  clear  wimplin  fountain; 

The  featheric  breckan    the  green  wood  is  dec  kin'; 
O,  sweet  is  the  shade  on  the  side  o'  the  mountain. 

The  warm  purple  haze  comes  up  the  strath  glowing, 
Leaving  the  dew  sparkling  clear  on  ilk  blossom? 

The  Lark  warbles  cheerie,  nae  Icar  maks  it  eerie. 
As  gaily  it  spreads  to  the  breeze  its  fair  bosom. 

The  bonnie  wee  govan    adorns  the  green  loaning 

The  sweet  yellow  primrose    blooms  fair  i'  the  valley; 

A*  renin'  us  looks  smiling;  but  naething  sac  wiling, 
As  the  blythc  look    o'  my  ain  bonny  Aillie. 


Now  surly  winter's  fled  o'er  the  black  ocean, 

Come,my  dear  lassie,  tak  share  o'  my  plaidie; 

The  heather-bells  blooming,  the  breeze  sweet  perfuming, 
Will  checr,as  ye  sit,  by  your  ain  Hielan  laddie! 


K 
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rocks    where    the    snow— flake    re_pos_es,   If  still   they  are  sa«_re<l  to 
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frce-dom   anrl  love.        Yet,  Ca_l  e_do_  ni  a,  <lear    aie    thy    moun  _  t  ai  ns  , 


r  t  H 


Adagio. 


Lent  a  n«l  o. 


»  * 


smooth-flowing  f  ountains,  I  sijj'h  lor  the  valjey  of   <|^rk  I-o<  h_na_t>arr. 


w 
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Ah!  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd, 
My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid; 
Oil  chieftains  departed  my  memory  ponder'd, 

As  daily  T  stray*!  thro'  the  pine  — cover'd  g!ade. 


r  f-Vr  i 


I  sought   not  my  home  'till  the  day's  dying'  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star, 
For  fancy  was  cheefd  by  traditional  story 

Disclos'd  by  the  natives  of  dark  L.och  —  na  —  garr  . 


# 


Shades  of  the  dead, have  I  not  heard  your  voices 
Rise  on  the  night  — rolling"  breath  of  the  gale? 

Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own -Highland  vale. 

Round  l>och  — na— garr  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 
Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car; 


mm 


Clouds  there   en— cir_cle  the  forms  ol   my  lathers! 

They  dwell  mid  the  tempests  of  dark  L,och--iia  —  garr. 

Ill  starr'd,tho'  brave,did  no  vision  foreboding 

Tell  you  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  cause? 
Ah!  were  ye  then  destined  to  die  at  Culloden, 

Tho'  victory  crowiwl  not  your  fall  with  applause? 
Still  were  ye  happy  in  death's   earthy  slumbers  ; 

You  rest  with  your  clan  in  the  caves  ol  Brae  — mar* 
The  pibroch  resounds, to  the  piper's  loud  numbers* 

Your  deeds  to  the  ec  hoes  ol  wild  Lu<  h  —  na  _garr . 


Years  have  roll'd  on,  I „och_na  —  gar r,  since  I  left  you! 

Years  must  elapse  ere  1  sec  yot;  again; 
Tho'  nature  ol  verdure  and  llowers  has  bereft  VOllj 

Yet   still   thou  art  dearer  than  Albion's  plain. 
F.ngland,thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  rov'd  on  the  mountains  afar! 
Oh!  for  the  crags  that  arc  wild  and  majestic, 

The  steep— frowning-  glories  ol  daik  L>o<  fl 
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o  oif  .wr  Lorf:  n fos f,  brosk. 


Air,  Brose  and  Butter. 


Chorus . 


m 


O  my  love  brose,  brose,  O  tfi1e  my  love  brose  and  butter;  O 


Jfi'e  my   love    brose,   hrose,    Yes_treen     be    wnn-teH    bis    supper.  Tbere1* 

«  J  JU  _  


^'U  i  i  f'  I H 


some  jfot  ta_toes  an'  s  a,t ,     But   lie  got    naething  lor  supper.  Repeat  tbeCbo 


For  Charlie  be  drew  the  braid  sword, 
For  Charlie  be  lost  house  and  haddin'. 

For  Charlie  he  fought  on  the  sward. 
For   Charlie  be  bled   at  Cullodcn. 
O  gi'"    my  love  brose,  brose,  arc. 


The  Chief  that  was  true  to  his  Prince 
May  yet  haV  a  hame  and  a  steadin', 

But  the  ■whijfums  that  had  little  mense, 
W'.M  d--ee  >be  weird  o'  their  r~idin. 
O  giV  my  love  brose,   brose.  &». 


WHEJf  S  I LE%N"f  flMF.    Wl*  L  I GH'fh  Y*  FOOT'. 

Air,  The  Traveller's  Beturn. 
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When  si_lent  time,wi'  light— ly  foot,  Had  trode  on  thirty  years,  M} 


f 


f 


i_tive  land    I    sought    a  —  gain,     Wi'    mo  _  ny     hopes     anil     fears:   ■  Wli 


UJJ  r  r 
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kens     gin     the     dear     friends      I      lelt     Will     still     con.tin.ue    mine;  Or 


uu  r  r  1  4 
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gin     1    e'er     a -gain     shall  meet 


f 


As   I   drew    near   my   ancient  .J'ile . 

My  heart    heat   a'  the  way, 
Ilk  place  I  pas\\|  seem'd  yet  to  speak 

Of  some  dear   former  day; 
Those  days  that  lollow'd   me  afar, 

Those  happy  days  o'  mine, 
Which  made  me  think  the  joys  at  hand 
Were  naething  to  lang  syne. 


MyiVy'd    tow'rs   now  met   my  een, 

Where  minstrels  us\i   to  |>law; 
Vac  friend   stept   forth  wi'  open  arms, 

Nae  weel-kcn'd  face  I  saw;  '  ' 
Till  Donald  totter'<l  to  the  door, 

Whom    I   left    in   his  prime, 
And  grat  to  see  the  lad  come  |>a<  k, 

He  bore  a  boil  1    lang  sync. 


A  new-sprung  race  o'  motley  kind, 

Would  now  their  welcome  pay; 
Wha  shuddered  at  my  gothic  wa's, 
And  wish'd    my  groves  away; 
''Co  t,  cut',' they  tr'y'il  *Von  gloomy  trees, 

Lay  low  yon    mournlu'  pine!  ' 
*Ah  no!  your  fathers'  names  grow  there- 
Memorials  o1  lany  sync! 
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IHF  MAV'fMAJf  COMES  O  JT  M  O  ./V  O     /)  A  >  '. 


Air,  The  Malt  man, 


i  ^  .  i  >  .       |  The  niautmaii  mmn  en  monnn(ljy,Hci.ravcs  wondmus  sair,  Come 
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1.4 me  gi'e  me  my  siller,  Or  maut  ye1?*?  get  nae  ui ai  r;    For  maut  ye'se  get  nae  mair,  Gin 


r  <leu  ks  sud  «lie;&ii  I  di n  n  a  get  my  sillar,  Ye'se  get  nae  mair  f  rae  me'' 

i 


r  •  r  ■  f    n  .  J  m 
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"Gudeman,  O  (iinna  be  vaunty, 

The   times    no    far,  I  trow, 
That  we'll   he-  Myth    an'  canty, 

An1  we'll   get    mailt  enewj 
For    Charlie    he's    on    the  sea, 

An1  soon   will    he  on  shore, 
An'  there's  some   may   fear  an'  dree, 

For  we'M  get    maut  galore. 

HA  f'fLF.  OF  LOVDOJTHILL. 

rJ-r-  ' 


Ye'll  marvel  when  I  tell  ye  o'  The  no_l»lc  Bur_ly  anrl  his  train,  Whan 


t       I  1   i  *■ 

last  they  marcli'd  uv  thro'  flic  land.Wi'  sax-and-twenty  wcstland  men.  Than 
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thcfy  1  ne'er  o'  braver  heard,  For  they    had   a'  haitli 


wit      and     skill,  And 


m 


N — 
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tliTTt  1    think   they  prov'd   right  weel,  As  they  fc»*aed  owre  |>y  Loudon— Hill , 


"We'll  |pros)ier  a'  the  gospel  lads, 

That  are  unto  the  west  cowntrie, 
Ay  wicked  Clavers   to  demean, 

And  aye  an  ill  dead  may  he  die. 
For  he's  drawn  uj>  i'  hat  tie  rank, 

And  that  haith  soon  and  hastilie, 
BmI  they  wha  live  till  simmer  cum, 

Some  bludiedavs  lor  this  will  see, 


CJ|»  sj»ak  wicked  Clavers  then, 

I  wat  his  heart  it  raise  In'  hie, 
And  he  has  <  ryed  that  a'  may  hear, 

"Man,vc . hae  sair  deceived  me! 
I  never  kend  the  like  alorc, 

N;i  never  since  T  <  am  frae  hamc, 
That  ye  sac  cowardly  here  should  prove, 

And  yet  cum  o'  a  noble  Graeme'.' 


But  up  sjiak  cruel  Clavers  then, 

Wi'  liastic  wit,  and  wic  ked  skill, 
"Gie  fire  on  yon  westlan  men, 

I  think  it  is  my  sovereign's  wMll?' 
But  up  bespake  his  Cornet  then, 

'Its  he  w  i'  nae  consent  <>'  me, 
I  ken  I'll  ne'er  <  ome  hack  again, 

And  mony  mae  as  we/1  as  me. 

'There  is  not  anc  o'  a'  yon  men, 

But  wha  is  worthy  ithcr  three, 
There  is  nac  anc  amang  them  a' 

That  in  his  cause  will  stap  to  die. 
And  as  (or  Burly,  him  I  knaw, 

He's  anc  o'  honor,  hirth,and  fame, 
Gie  him  a  sword  unto  his  hand, 

He'll  fight  thyscl  and  ither  tcir^ 


But  up  bespak  his  Cornet  then, 

'Since  that  it  is  your  honours  will, 
Myscl'  shall  he  the  foremost  man, 

That  will  gie  fire  on  I,oudon  Hill. 
At  your  command  I'll  lead  them  on, 

But  yet  wi'  nae  consent  o'  me, 
For  weel  I  ken  I'll  ne'er  return, 

And  moijy  mair  as  weel  as  me." 

Then  up  he  drew  in  battle  rank, 

I  wat  he  had  a  bonny  train; 
But  the  first  time  that  bullets  flew, 

Aye, he  lost  twenty  e>'  his  men. 
Then  back  he  c  am  the  way  he  gaed, 

I  wat  right   soon  and  suddenlie; 
He  gac  command  amang  his  men, 

And  sent  them  back  and  bade  them  lice. 


Then  uv  cam  Burly  bauld  and  stout. 

Wis  little  train  o»  west  land  men, 
Wha, mair  than  either  ante  or  twice, 

In  F.dinborough  conlin'd  had  been. 
They  hae  been  up  to  I.nn'nn  sent, 

And  yet  they're  a'  cum  safely  clown; 
Sax    troop  o'  h<>,  st  in,  ii   they  hat  beat, 

And  chased  them  into  Glasgow  tonne 
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h'HEJV   GLOJIMIJT   S  PR  F.A  DS  HER  M*4JTTlE  GitFV. 

Air,  Gordon  Castle. 


When  gioamin  spreads  her  mantle  grey,And  sali  the  dews  o*  e'enin  la',  I 
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O  happy  Hays!  what  joy  was  mine, 

While  straying  o'er   thy  beauteous  wild, 
Or  on  yon   sedjjy  hank  reclined, 

When   morning"  dawn'd    serenely  mild. 
The   charm  has   fled!  fond   fancy's  dream 

And   youth's    fantastic   days    are  o'er, 
Shot  like  the  meteor's    transient  gleam, 

That  just   a|>|>ears,  and   is   ito  more. 

*Thc  Barony  of  Aim  hinamcs  lies  on  the  south  side  of  the  village  ol  Kill>ar_ 
than,  in  the  County  of  Renfrew.  The  Crawford  family,  some  of  whom  are  well 
known  in  the  history  of  Scotland,  still  hold  the  superiority.  The  old  C«sile, 
the  walls  ol  which  were  ahoiit  nine  feet  in  thickness,  stood  lor  man)  ><-ars  a 
fine  ruin;  hut  it  has  lately  been  demolished  for  the  purpose  ol  building  fences, 
and  a  f  arm- hnus  c,  w  hie  h  now  stands  upon  its  site.  It  was  on  one  ol  lift  III. 
mate*,  Nelly,  thai  Robert  Semplc  of  Beltrces  wrote  the  beautiful  Scots  soulf 
'lSh»    rose   and    let    me  in.'' 


LEJVAC  H \4JT'S    FARE  WE  LL  . 
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Air,kkHo  cha  neil  mulad  oirnj'or  The  Emigrants  ailin 


m 


FaTe  tlicc  weel,  my   na--tive   cot,   Both  —  y    o'    the    bir—ken  tree! 


m 


'•  4 


r  ct  r 


Sair   the   heart,  and    hard     the     lot,     O4      the     lad      that      parts     wi'  thee. 


m 


•f 

My    good    grandsire's    hand    thee    rear'd,     Then    thy    wicker   work  was  lull; 


f     r  * 


Mo_ny  a    Campbells   glen    he  clear'd,  Hit    the   buck,  and    hough'd  the  bull, 


IP 
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In  thy  preen  and  grassy  crook 

Mair  lies  hid  than  crusted  stanesj 
In  thy  bien  and  weirdly  nook 

Lie  some  stout  Clan-Gillian  banes 
Thou  wast  aye  the  kinsman's  hamc, 

Routh  and  welcome  was  his  fare  : 
But  il  serf  or  Saxon  came, 

He  crossd  Muriel's  hirst  naemair. 

Never  hand  in  thee  yet  bred 

Kcndiia  how  the  sword  to  wield; 
Never  heart  ol  thine  had  dread 

Ol  the  foray  or  the  field  : 
N'cVr  on  straw,  mat,  hulk,or  bed, 

Son  of  thine  by  down  to   die  ; 
Kvcrv  lad  within  thee  bred 

Died  beneath  heaven's  open  e'e. 


('bai  lie  Stuart  he  cam  here.. 

For  our  king,  as  right  bec  ame} 
Wha  could  shun  the  Bruits  heir? 

Wha  could  tync  our  royal  name? 
Firm  to  stand,  and  free  to  fa', 

Forth  we  march'd  right  vali  a nt  1  ie, 
G-anc  is  Scotland's  king  and  law  ! 

Woe  to  t he  Hi gh  1  and s  and  to  nic! 

Frcema  n,\ <.  t    |'||  st'torn  to  fret, 

Here  nae  I  a  nger  1    Miami  stayj 
But, when  I  my  hamc  forget, 

May  my    heart    forg'-t  to  playl 
Fare  thee  weel.  my  lather's   t  ,,t. 

Bothy  o*  the  birken  tn<  ! 
Sair  the  heart,  ami    hard  till  lot» 

O'  the   lad    that    parts    *Y  III 


I 
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FLY  WF  'to  SOAIF  DF.-HtA  R'f  1SLF. 

-  Gailir  Ai 


SI..* 


Fly    we    f..    some    de_  sart   Isle,  There  we'll  |>ass  our  days  together, 


fc-j 



[ .  f    {  :  J"  "J  •' 1  ^ 

in1 

 J 

Slum    tlic    wo  rids    de  —  lti_sive  smile. 

WandL  riny    ten  _  ants 

r 

1  tlx 

:  Iieath_er. 

Shelter'.!   in    some    Ione_ly   ylen.    Far    re.movf)    from   mor_tal    ken.  For 


f 


^ 

*  1 

yet     t lie    srl  _  fish 

rvpt  f  r=f!=\ 

ways    of    men,  Nor 

feel    a  w 

sh  he 

_v  ond  ea< 

J** 

J 

h  off 

i.er. 

■4 

■ 

i~~  IP 

Tlio'    my    friends    deride    me  still, 
Jamie,  I  If   disown    thee  never; 
Let      them     scorn    me     as     they  will, 

I'll    he    thi-nc  and    thine    for  ever! 

What     are     a'     my     kin     to  me, 
A'    their    i>Hde     <><    t.edi yree  ? 
What    were    life,    if    wanting  thee? 

And    what    were   death,    if   we    maim  sever? 

.JS».^.^.-;».-r».^.^.->*«-.^-.C-.€"«>.^-.«-.« 

(IvFF.jr  m.4Ht\s  fscapf  from  l o (  h-lfv* f*.w  casj'lf 

Highland   Boat  Air. 
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J3  J     Ll-TJ.  j" 


-i  v — — r 

time    and    the    hour  of   need;    To   oars,   to    oars,  and    trim      tlie      bark,  \(.r 


* — r 


k ' 


Scot  .land's     Queen     be     a      war.  dcr's     mark]     Yon    light,  that  plays  round  the 

a; 


P 


oas^tle's    mot,    Is     on_ly    the    war.  Hers    rnudom    shot;  Put  off,  put    tiff,  and 


P=^ 


m 


J  •      1  J1.     JN       ^    £  I  « 


Hi 


row    with    s|>eed,    F"or    now    is    t lie    time    and    the      hour     of     need  . 


Those    pond  rous   keys     shall   the    kelpies  keep, 
And   lodge  in   their  caverns  dark    and  deep; 
Nor    shall    Ln(  h  —  Lcvcn's    towers    or  hall, 
Hold   thee,  orrr    lovely    lady,  in    thrall  ; 
Or  be    the   haunt   of  traitors,  sold, 
While  Scotland   has    hands   and    hearts   so  bold; 
Then  steersman,    steersman,  on    with  speed, 
For   now   is    the  time   and    the   hour  of  need' 

Hark!   the    alarum   bell    hath  rung, 

And    the    warder's    voice    hath    treason  sung] 

The  echoes    t.>    the   lalconets'*  roar, 

Chime    sweetly   to    the    rfasliini;  oat'. 

Let    tower,    and    hall,    and   battlements  yleam, 

We    steer    by    the    light   of    the    tapers  beam; 

For  Scotland    and    Mar-\ ,  on    with  speed 

Now,    now  is    the    time    ami    the    hour  ol  need. 
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O  WHAT'  CAJT  MAK    MY*  AJVJV/E  SIGH. 

Air,  O  where  wad  bonnie  Annie  lye. 


Mod: 


4- 


Olwhat  can  mak  my  An— nie  si gh?o!what  can  mak  my  Aiuiie  cry?Wli\ 


pp  1 — K — « 

'  < 

iff 

!/  '  ' 

does  the  b' 

g  tear  dim  thine    eye,  My   life,   my   love,  i 

ny  dea_ri 

e?  What 

n  n  arii  r  r  r  ijfefi  r 


i 


tho1  I  sail   a_cros-s  the  seal  What  tho*  I     bid  farewell    to      thee!  With- 


^  r  r  rrr  f  f  pg  r  f\yr 


r 

in     my    breast    thou     still     shall    he,     My    life,  my    love,  my  dcar_ic, 


"But  when  thouYt  lar  out— ocr  the  sia, 

A  fairer  face,  ami  nawkie  e*c , 

May  steal  that  love  yeve  pledged  to  mc, 

An' thou  lorpcl   thy  dearie** 
'O  never  doubt, my  Annie  fair, 
O  never  doubt  my  truth  sincere] 
never  fill  that  breast   wi'  care, 
My  life,  my  love,  my  dearie! 

"When  lightning's  dart  frac  every  < 'loud, 
And  )>caling  thunders  roar  aloud, 
And  rushing  )>ours  the  rainy  Hood, 

Thy  Annie  will  be  eerie*.' 
'When  tenii>ests  rend  the  dark'ning  sky, 
When  rolling  billows  burst  and  i\y  , 
When  death  an'  horror  kneel    ilk  eye, 

Til   think  trpon   mj  dearie. 


1 


HERE  J' HE  RE  A*\>i 
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Modern  Set- 


j'l i  rnii  jji 1 1 jij'J'f-iujiu.j-j 


Here  a_wa,  there  i.wa,  wanderiny  Willie,       Here  a.wa,  there  a-wa. 


m 


i 


hand  a_wa  hame;     Come  to  my  bo_som,  my  ai n  on_ly    dea_rie.         Tell     me,  thou 


mm 


w 


bring'st  me  my  Wil_lie  Hie  same.    Winter  winds  blew  l'Mid  an' eauld.^t  our  |>a*r_ing, 


r  r'r J  r  irj  j 


jj,  'jiJ.»r  hpi  JuJiil  .iJ,.r  g 


Fears  for  my  Wil_lie  brought  (ears   i  ri    mv  e'e;  WeUcome   now   sim  —  mer,  and 


fa 


.el-tome  mvWil_lie,     The  sim-mer.  to    na  -  ture,    mv  Wil^lie    to  me 


^mfrwrrn 


Rest,  ye  wild    storms,  in  the  rave  ol    your  slumbers! 

How  yrnir   dread    howling  a    lover  alarms! 
Wan  ken,  ye  breezes^  row  gently,  ye  billows, 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anrc  mair  to  my  a-rms. 
But,  oh!  if   he's    faithless,  and    minds    na    his  Nannie, 

Flow  still    between   us,    thou    wide— roari  ng  main. 
May   1    never   see   it,   may    I    never   trow  it. 

Rut,  dying,  believe  that    my   Willie\     my  ain. 
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.WF  BARK  IS  ^0r  UPOJV  THE  WAVE. 

Air,  O  May,  thy  morn  ne'er  sae  sweet, 

v     .      =      ^     ft    N    fe  ' 


r  rrrr  r  mm 


=F 

My  hark  is  now  u|i.on  the  wave  That  bears  me  from  th\  dwelling*! 


f 


Let  Lowlaml    maids,  in    silken  sheen, 

Outshine  the   blooming  Flora, 
Give  inc,  in   tartan   plaid  9  at  e'en, 

My  bonnie  Highland  Nora: 
For  her  I've  (limbed    the  mountain's  height, 

And    roamM    tlie  summits  airy, 
For  aye  lier   smile  eould    cheer  the  night 

In   bonnie  green  Glcngary. 

The  home  of  my  fathers. 

^  (       ^  Air,   Highland  Lamentation. 


j.riif  i  Pi',  J  htm 


Sub_dued  by  mis  _fort  u  nes,  a  n<J  hntrd  down  with  )>ain,I  uotrght  ori  ttatJ 


51 


f.i  -thers    .  -u<iin,    But    the    home    of    my    fa_thers    no    lon_g"er   was  mine) 


E=r+f  r  ;t  ■  r 


The  look    that    spoke  gladness    and    welcome  was   ^u'he;  The  blaze  that  shone 

_*  at  , — i  •   i  i» 


bright'  in    the    hall     was     no     more:     A    stran^tfer    was    thcret  with 


f  n  Hi  | ! n,j  n  n 


h'l.sum   of  stone.   And    told  was   his  eye  as 


liana 


en-ter'd  hi> 


— U 

ioi 


Twas   his,  deaf  to  pity,  to  tenderness  dead, 

The  (alien    to  crash, and  the  humhle  to  spurn; 
But  I  staid   not  his  scorn, -from  his  mansion  I  lied, 

And  my  beating  heart  vnwd  never  more  to  return. 
When  home  shall   receive  me,  one  home  jet  1  know, 

Ocr  its  jjioomy  rec  ess  see  the  pine  hraiu  lies  wave; 
'Tis  the  tomh  of  my  l.tMicrs'.-Thc  world  is  my  foe. 

And  all  m\  inheritance  now  is  a  grave, 

'Tis  the  tomh  of  my  lathers,  the  yrey_moisten d  vails 

Declining1  to  earth,  speak,  emphatic',  decay! 
The  (J'atc    of  I  its  hini>cs,and  hal I  .opening,  calls 

"Approach,  most  II II happy,  t It)   dw  elli  n|f  <>f  clay.' 
Alas',  thou  sole  dwelling  ol  all   I  hold  dear, 

How  little  this  meeting  once  aujjurd  my  hreast! 
From  a  wanderer  accept,  oil.  my  fathers',  this  tear; 
Receive  him,  the  last  of  your  rave, tt)  jour  rest'. 


f 
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The  waiTs. 


S I wwly 


"Wha\  this,  wi1  voic  e  o'  mus-.it  sweet,  Sae  early  wakes  t he  w eary  w  ight  ?  S 


weel  I   ken   them    by    their    sough,    The   wand'-ring    Minstrels    o'   the  night. 


O  weel  ken  1  their  bonnie  lilts,  Their  sweet.est  notes  o'   mc-lo.dy,  Fu' 


j — e=!t  ir^rp 


alt  they've' thrill  d  out  thro' my  saul,  And  gart  the  tear  fill    il-ka  ce, 


lJ  r  i 


O,  sweetest    minstrels!  wcet    your    pipe,  Your    l'remit  lilts    J  hide, 

.  A  tender    soothin'   note    to   blaw;  They   never  yield    a    charm    !or    •>>■  : 
Syne  soul    the^Broom    &*  ('owden  know  ts1,'  Un  like  our  ain,  by    ndvrt  made, 

Or"Roslin     CastleV' ruined    w>,  Unlike    the   salt    delight    they  gie; 

They    briny    to    mind    the    happy  «lays,  For    weel    J     ween    ihty     "Vi.rBl    tb<  breast, 

Fit*  aft    I've    spent   wi'  Jenny   <lear,  Though  sair  oppressed  wi*  puortith  caul  I, 

Ah!  now  ye  touch   the    very    note.  An*  sae  an  auld  m*n'»  heart  they  efieer^  " 

That  gars    me   sigh,  and   «lrap   a  tear.  He  tines   the  thought  that    he  i<  .«uld. 

O,  sweetest    minstrels!    halt    a  wee, 

Anither    lilt    alore    \  >.  gang; 
An'  syne    111    close    my    waiikrife  ee, 

Enraptured    wi'  your  bonny  sany. 
They're   gane!    the    moon    begins    to  dawn; 

They're   weary    paidlin    through    tlx  wcet! 
They're   gane!   but    on    my   ravished  car. 

The    dying    sounds     yet    thrill    fu'  sweet. 


K 


/HE  AGED    C  H I  EF  T  A  /  *V'.S  LAME.V'f. 


5& 


Gaelic  Air. 


C  ho  r  u  s 


Slow . 


It's  wje  wi'  me  when  the  sun  gfaes  down!  It's  wae  wi' me  when  t  he 


i,  f  i  I  hi  i  r  M  r  r 


— v  »  » — 

sun  Jfaes  down.  They  burnt  my  ha*  on  a  honnie  simmer  een,  And  it's 
 <L 


r  ■'  r 


ae   wi'  me   when   the    sun  Ifaes    down;   Where  is  my  clan? and  where  is 


i 


Hi 


I    'I  I  J 


look    owre    fau.1*    But    my    elan     and     kin     are     a'      a  _  wa  . 


It's  wae  wi'  inc,  Act  . 
^herc  is  my  clan?  and   where  is   my  kin, 

That  drew  their  swords   at  Charlie's  ca? 
Frae  the  southland   came  a  deadlie  blast, 

And  my  clan  and   kin  are  a'  a»a. 

It's  wae  wi*  me,  &v. 
Where  is   nay  <  lan?  and   where  is   my  kin? 

And,  Cumberland,  whare  is  my  honnie  ha'? 
O  wae  be  aye   U|MMl  thee   and  thine! 

My  clan  and    kin   are  a*  i«  a . 


S4r 


A  ST*JiTELY  SHIP   IS  OJV  THE  SEA. 

Jacobite* 


Lively. 


statedly  ship   is    on     the    sea  ,  Wi'  the 

i  it  4  4  4±± 

bon_ni_est   lad_dic  in 

L J — _ — \— — Lj — . — £  1 

f 

Chris_ten_die.  The  lad_dic  is  eu.le,  tlie  lad_die  is  fair,    To    Scot  _  land's 

-1  h- 


ft)i\\ji  '  hr  r  j  j  iu.  j 


heir, 


>'   4  " 

There's   no    a    lady  but  likes  him  weel;      He's  a  sailing'  rare  o'  royaltic, 
There's  no    a   heart  but  he  can  steal;  The  jiurest  stem  in  .  Christendie, 

*He  may  na  speak  but  a  word  or  twa,  An'  Scotland's  heart  is  aye  (lie  same, 

An'  the  bravest  c  lan  will  u|>  an'  draw  An'  to  his  ba'  an'  ancient  hame 

To  fight  for  the  bonnie  laddie.  She'll  welcome  the  bonnie  laddie. 

RARROCH  AJT  jfEA  Jv, 


Lively 


'Tis   liiiu.na  yc  "heard  man  o'  Bar_roeh_an  Jean?  And  hin— na  ye 


Air,  Gallowa  Tarn. 


i  j  i  i  ±ii.  r 


heard    man    o'    Bar_roch_an    Jean?    How     death    and   star_  va_  t  ion  cam 
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love,  im!  the  tith-cr   wi<  tpleeflj    The    plough.,  trig-,    the     saw  _  ing,   ..  the 


shcar_ing,  the h"-*  •»-■•  -Hi! ;    V.w^ark  was    for_got -ten    for    Bar-roch—  an  Jean. 


4  > 


1*3 


Frae  t ii c-  smith    and    the    north,   o'er    the    Tweed    and   the  Forth, 

Si<  taming'  a  1 1  ■  I  fringing  there  never  was  seen) 
The  comers    were  cheery,    the  gangers  were  bleary. 

Despairing,    f»|    hoping    tor    Barrochan  Jean. 
Tht  curtins    at    h.mie    were  a'  girning  and    g  rain i  , 

The  bairns   were    a  greeting-   frae   morning   till  e'en; 
They   tfat     nought    lor   <  rowdy     hut    runts    boil'd    to  sOwdie, 

For  naething  gat  growing'  lor  Barrothan  Jean. 

The  doctors  declared, it  was  past   their  describing; 

The  ministers  said,   'twas  a   judgment   for  sin; 
But    they   looki.t  sae  hlac,  ami    their  hearts  were  s.«e  wae, 

I  was   sure   they  were  d>ing  1  >r   Bar roe-han  'Jean. 
The  hums  on  road— si<les  were  a'  dry  wi'  their  drinking, 

Yet  a'  wadna  sicken  the  drouth  i'  filter  kifV; 
A'  around  the  neat- stac  ks,  and  against  tju  '  l\ kc'-hacks  , 

Fen  the'  winds  we're  a1   sighing,  sweet    Barro' hail  Jean. 

The   timmcr  ran  done   w  i'  the   making  o'  <  tiffins, 

Kirk— yards  o'  their  swaird  were   a'  ht'^knt    fu'  clean; 

Dead   lovers  were  packit  like-    herring   in  barrels, 
Sic  thousands  were  dying   for   Barrochan  Jean. 

But  mony  braw  thanks  to  the  laird   o'   Ci  I  e  n  -  brodie , 

The  grass   owre   their  grails    is    now  bonny  and  grr ■en, 

Hc-staw  the  proud  heart    of  our  wanton  young  lady, 
!   And  spoil**!  a'  the   (  harms  o'  her  twa  paw  k>    eVli  . 


m 
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YE'RE  WELCUM    YOVJVG  PRINCE. 


Air  Charlie's  Wei  come 


Witli 
Energy." 


-  0 

YeV 

e  wel_cum,you  rig  Prim 

e,to  tlie  land  of  your  f 

»_thersj  Ye're 

— 1 — g  :  1— 

J  ■  .  

welcnm,richt  welciim,  to  il_ ka    leal    Scot?  We"1!!    stan<l    by   ye    sick— cr  in 

i~. — f— 


mm 


T  T" 

bat_tle*s   liet  bick— er;  We*1!!  cleave  to  your  cause  aye, and  share  in  your  lota 


m 


4  .  ■ 

Sing,walyJ  ye  whips,  wha  devour  Charlie's  biggingj 
The  Jfielands  are  ui>,  and  theLawlands  are  steering; 

And  hetly,I  ween, they'll  be  at  ye  bedeen, 

Wi'  fire, gun, and  brai<l  sword, some  sma' thi ngs  «-st>eering. 

Blaw  up  our  bagi>ii>es,the  slogan  o'  terror! 

Schaw  to  the  blue  skies  the  banner  o1  Charlie; 
G-uid  faith,  wi' our  claymores  we'll  |>ay  them  some  auld  scores, 

And  ca'  for  accquittance  some  morning  fir'  early. 


CALL  IKM-A -GLEJT. 

Air,  Malt  olm  of  the  Glen. 


1 1  |         nh  r  |  r  r  r 

¥      '    1  1   r         J     r      *  1  "  [ 


t — ~rr  f 

wild  beast  so  bay'd    in    his    denf  The    south_ron    blood  — hounds    lie  in 
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kennel  so  near  me.  That  death  woul'l  be  freedom  to   Callum-a -Glen.  My 


sons   arc  all  slain,  and    my   daughters    have    left    me  I  No    child     to  pro. 


r      *  '  f       3  r   t»  1  f  l-  =£=t= 


tect    me,  where  once  there  -were  ten.     My  chief   they  have  slain,  an<l  ol 


r~ — rr 

stay  they've  her—eft    me,    And  woe  to   the  grey  hairs   of  Cal-lum  — a -glen! 


The  homes  of  my  kinsmen' are  Mazing  to  heaven, 

The  bright  sun  of  morning  has  hlush'd  at  thevicwj 
The  moon  has  stood  still  on  the  verge  of  the  even, 

To  wipe  from  her  pale  cheek  the  tint  of  the  dew! 
For  the  dew  it  lies  red  on  the  vales  of  Lochaber, 

It  sprinkles  the  cot,  and  it  flows  in  the  pen.' 
The  fpYide  of  my  country  is  (alien  for  ever! 

Death,  hast  thou  no  shaft. 'or  old  Oallum-a-Glcn? 

The  sun  in  his  glory  has  look'd  on  our  sorrow) 

The  stars  have  wej>t  blood  over  hamlet  and  leai 

O,  is  there  no  day— spring  lor  Scotland?  no  morrow 
Of  bright  renovation  for  souls  of  the  free? 

Yes:  one  above  all  has  heheld  our  devotion, 

Our  valour  and  faith  are  not  hid  from  his  ken* 

The  day  is  abiding  of  stern  retribution 

 •__  -    ■    K  '     "~a2T  '      "  All 

On  all  the  proud  Iocs  off  old  Cal  1  u m-a-Glcn I 
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lord  Thomas  ajw  fair  a.yjvfT. 


ipin'i'  i  nun  m 
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Lord  Thomas  and  fair  An_net      Sat   a'    clay    on     -a  liill,  "When 


night   was    come    and    the    sun    was    set   They  had  not  talked  their  fill. 

I    .  ,„•  


mm 


f 


Lord   Thomas  said    a   wore!   in  jest, 
Fair  A  mi  est  took  it  ill; 

Ah!  I  will   never  wed    a  wife 

Against  my  ain  friends1  will. 


Her  oxen   may    die  i'  the  house,  hilly. 
And   her  kye  into  the  hyre. 

And  I  sail  hae  naething   to  mysell 
But  a   fat  fadge   by  the  lire. 


(iif  ye  will   never  wed  a  wife, 
A  wife  will    ne'er   wed  ye. 

Sae  he  is    hame  to  tell  his  mother, 
And  kneel' I  down  on  his  knee. 


And  he   has  till   his  sister  yane: 

Now,  sister,  rede  yt  u:c, 
O  sail  I  marrie  the  nut  browne-bride, 

And   set   fait   An  net  tree? 


<)  rede,  O  rede,  mither,  he  says, 
A   guile  rede  gie   to  Die  J 

O  sail  1  tak  the  nut-'brownc  maid, 
And  let  fair  Annet  he? 


Ise  rede  ye  tak  lair  Annet,  Thomas, 
And  let  the  hrowne  hri<le  alane, 

Lest  ye  should  sijfh,  and  say,  alas! 
"What  is  this   we   brought  hame? 


The  nut-browne  bride  has  jrowd  and  gear. 

Fair  Annet  she's  gat  nane, 
And  the  little   hewtie  fair  Annet  has, 

O  it  will  soon  be  ganc. 

And    he  has    to    his    brither  ganp; 

Now,  brither,  role  ye  me, 
Ah!  sail  I  marrie  the  not— brown*  bride, 

And  let   fair  Annet  be? 


No,  I  will  tak  my   mither's  counsel, 
An<l  marrie   me  out   o*  hand, 

And  I  will  tak  the  nut-brow  nc  bride 
Fair  Annet  may  leave  the  land. 

CTi>  then   rose  fair  Annct's  lather, 
T»  a  hours  or  it  were  clay, 

And  he  is  ganc    into   the  bowc  r 
Wherein   lair   Annet  lay. 


The  nut-browne  bride   has  ox  c  n  ,  brot  her. 

The  nut-browne   bride  has   kvt  ; 
I  wad  hae  ye  marrie  the  nut-brow  ne  bride 

A  nd  c  i- 1    fair  Annet   by . 


Rive   u|>,  rise, up   fair  Annet, he  says, 
I'ut   on  your  silke.li  sheen', 

Let  us  t  ei  S*  Maries  kiik, 

A 11  el   see    that    ri'h  wedden. 
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My  maids, gae  to  my  dressing'—  room , 
And  dress  to  me   my  hair, 

Wharc  e'er  ye  laid  a  plait  before, 
See  ye  lay  ten  times  mair. 

My  maids  gae  to  my  dressing— room, 
And   dress  to  me  my  smock, 

The  one  half  is  o'  the  holland  fine, 
The   other  o1  needle  work  . 

The  horse  fair  Annet  rode  ujion, 

He  amMit   like  the  wind, 
Wi'  siller  he  was   shod  before, 
Wi'  hunting  gowd  behind. 

Four— and  — twenty  siller  bells. 

Were  a'  tied  till  his  mane, 
Wi' ae  tift  o'  the  norland  wind. 

They  tinkled'  ane  by  ane  . 

Four— and- twenty  gay  gude  knights 
Bade  hy  fair  Annet's  side, 

And  four— and  —  twenty  fair  laclies, 
As  gin  she  had  bin    a  bride. 

And  when  she  earn  to  Marie's  kirk, 

She  sat   on  Marie's  stem* 
The  (leading  that  lair  Annet  had  on 

It  skinklcd  in  their  cen. 

And  whan  she  earn    into  the  kirke, 
She  skimmer'd   like  the  sun; 

The  belt  that  was  ahoutc  her  waist 
Was    a'  wi'  pearles  bedone. 

She  sat   her  hy  the  nut-browne  bride. 
And   her  cen   they  were  sae  clear, 

Lord   Thomas  he  clear  forgot  the  bride, 
When  fair  Annet    drew  near. 


He  had  a  rose  into  his  hand, 

He  gae  it   kisses  three, 
And   reaching  by  the  nut-browne  bride, 

Laid  it  on  fair  Annet's  knee. 

Up  then  sj>ak  the  nut-browne  bride, 

She  spak  wi'  meikle  spite, 
Ami  whair  gat  ye  that  rose-water 

That  does   mak  ye   sae  white? 

That  rose-water  was  made  for  me  — 

Was  made  for  me  my  lane, 
And  1  did  get  that  rose-water 

Whare  ye  wull  neir  get  nane. 

The  bride   she  drew  a   long  hodtvin 
Frae  out  her  gay  head  gear, 

And  strake  fair  Annet  to  the  heart, 
That  word   spak  never  mair. 

Lord  Thomas  saw  fair  Annet  wax  pale. 
And  marvelit  what   mote  be} 

But  whan  he  saw  her  dear  heart's  blude, 
A1  wood  wroth  waxed  he. 

He  drew  his  dagger  that  was  sae  sharp, 
That  was  sae  sharp  and  meet, 

And  dravc  it  into  the  nut-browne  bride, 
That  fell  dcid  at  his  feet. 

Now  stay  tor  me,  dear  Annet,  he  said, 
Now  stay,  mv  dear,  he  cried, 

Then  strake  the  dagger  until  his  heart, 
And   fell  deid  by  her  side. 

Lord  Thomas  was  buried  without  kirk  M  M, 
Fair 'Annet  within  the  «|uiere, 

And  o'  the  tane  their  grew  a  birk, 
The  other  a  bonny  briere. 


And  ay  they  grew,  and  a\   they  threw. 
As  the)  wad  lain  be  neare, 

And  by  this  ye  may  ken  right  weil. 
They    WCr  (»'i    luvers  deare. 
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vV  F.  I'O  77/ A.  HIJTG. 


Air,  Brians  mhic  ruaridh. 


i 

g  a  u  , — * — i 

 ■   fa  K,   N  ■.   :  he  k  N 

\ 

Hark  the  ho 

rn'  uv  i'the  morn,  Bonnie  lad,come  to  the 

hUU  "ll  1 

■** 

march  la  i 

norrow; 
~P — 

I 


T  ,  f^. 

Down  the  t: l<n  ,    Grant  and  his  men,  They  shall  |>ay  kane  to  the  king  the  morn 


I 

Down  by  Knock-has_vic, down  by  Gil-les_j>ie,  Mo_ny  a  red  runt  nods  the  horn. 


m1^ 


rr-rpji  r. j  j -n-n  t.  n\  NiUiJ 


Wa_ken  not  Cal-lum,  Ron  ky,  nor  Al.lan;  Theyshall  pay  kanetothe  kinglhemom. 


r  Mr  j-  J n 


Round  the  rock,  down  by  tlie  knock, 

Monnaughty,  Tannachty,  Moy,  and  G-lentrivc, 
Brodie,  and  Balloch,  and  Bal li ndal loch, 

They  shall  pay  kane  to  the  king  belyve. 
Let  hark  and  h rev in  blaze  o'er  Strathaven, 

When  the  red  bullok  is  over  the  bourn; 
Then  shall  the  maiden  dread,  low  on  her  pillow  laid. 

Who's  to  pay  kane  to  the  king  the  morn. 

Down  the  glen,  true  H  igh  I  a  n  d  men, 

Ronald,  and  Donald,  and  rantin  Roy, 
Gather  and  drive,  spare  not  G-lentrive, 

Rut  gently  deal  with  (he  lady  of  Moy. 
Appin  can  carry  through,  so  (an  G-lengary  too. 

And  lairly  they'll  part  to  the  hoof  and  the  horn; 
Rut  Kcppoch  and  Diinain  too,  the}  must  be  look'd  unto, 
K.re  thej  p;"'y  kane  to  the  kintf  the  morn. 

Rouse  the  st<«  r   out  of  his  lair, 

Keep  his  ml  nose  to  the  west  away; 
Mark  lor  tin  s<\<n,orswor<lol  heaven, 

And  loud  is  the  midnight  sough  oMhe  Spey. 
When  the  brow  n  co<  k  <  i  ow  s  day    upon  the  mott  I  ed  brae, 

1  In  it  si     II  our  gallant  prince  hail  the  horn 
That  tells  both  to  wood  an. I  <  lcuch,  over  all  Badcnoeh. 

Who\  to  oay  kane  t  o  the  kintf  the  morn. 


I 


OH  O  /?/. 
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Gaelic  Air. 


X  r-*r 


■ — 4  * — 

Oli    hon    a    ril    there's    some_thing  wan_tin'j  Oh    hon    a     ri '.  1 


i 


wearie;-    Nae  young,  blythe,  an'  hon_nie  lad  Comes  o'er  the  kndwe  to  cliear  me 


i 


■Hi  r  .T 


.t 


Wlien    the    day    wears    a  .way,    Sad      I       look       a  —  down      the      val  _  ley} 


i 


Sets      my  heTrt 


thril  -  tin  i 


Wlien     I     see     the   nlover  rising, 

Or    the  curlew  wheeling-, 
Then  1    trow    some    bonnie  lad 

Is    coming    to   my  sheeling. 
Why  should  1    sit    an'  sigh, 

"While  the  green  wood  blooms  sac  bonnie  ? 
Laverniks  si"g*  flow-rets  spring, 

A'  but  nc   are   cheer)  . 

My    wee    cot    is    blest    and    lia)>|>\  ? 

Ob  'tis    neat    an'  cleanly! 
S\\ecl    the  brier    that    blooms  beside  it} 

Kind  the   heart    that's    land)  . 
Come    away,    hhii  a*  , 

Herd,  or    hind,  oi    boatman  laddie, 
I    hac    <  ow,     kid,  anil  eWt, 

Gowd   and  gear,  to   gain    yk . 


77/ E   CORBIE  AJVD    f H E  CRAW, 


m 


The   Corbie  wi1  his    rou— |>y  throat,   Cried    frae    the    leal  '_  less 


tree,  *  Come    oVr   the    loch,  come  o'er  the  loch,  Come  o'er  tlie  loch  to  me'.' 


The  Crai\    i>vit    uj>   his    sooty  head, 

And    look'd    owre  the  hest   whare  he  lay, 

And  gied   a  flaff  wi'  his   rousty  wings, 
And  cried  *whare   te  ?    whare    te  ?' 

Corhie.    "Te    yike   a    dead    man    that's  lying 
Ahint    yon   mcikle  stane" 
Craw.    'Is    he    fat,    is.  he    fat,    is    he   fat,    is    he  fat? 
If    no,  we    may    let    him  alane? 

Corbie.    "He  cam   frae  merry   Kiigiand,   to  steal 
The   sheej>,   and    kill  the  deer?' 
t  i  j«  .    'Ill   come,    111  come^for   an  Englishman 
Is    aye   the   best         cheer . 

Corbie.    "O  we    may   breakfast  on  his  breast, 
And  on   his  back   may  dine} 
For   the  Jave    a'  fled  to   their   ain   count  ric, 
And  they've  ne'er  been  back  sinsyne?' 

ROCK  AJVD  A    WEE   PICKLE    T  O  W. 

Old  Set. 


There  was  an  auld  wife  had  a  wee  }>ic_kle  tow,  And  she  wad  gac 
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,"  ill  m  ,i  r     r  1,11  1 1  i  ^ 


r.tU  ,  Bu(     a'    she    could    Ho    it    wad    liac   ils    ain    .  gate  ;  at 


List       she  fcat 


down    on' t,  and    l>i«_tcr_ly    grat,    For    e'er   hav_ing   tried    the    sjiin_  ning'  "t 


I    hac  been   a  wife  these-  three -score  o'  years, 

And    never  did   try  the   spinning  tftl 
But  how  I  was   sarketl,  foul  fa'  them  that  spiers, 

T"  mind  ,mc  o'  the  beginning  ot  . 
The  women   arc   now  a  days   turned   sae  hraw, 
That    ilk    ane   matin   hac    a    sark,  s.>mi    maun  hae  Iwa  I 
But    better  the  warld  was   when  feint  ane  ava 

To  liinder  the  first  beginning  ot  . 

Foid    fa'  them  that  ever  advis'd  me  to  spin! 

It  minds   me  <>'   the  beginnig  <?t^ 
I  weel    might  liave  ended    as  I   had  begun 

And  never  liave  try'd  the  spinning  <?t . 
-But    she's  a  wise   wife  wha   kens   her  ain  wierd, 
I  thought    anes   a   day  it    wad    never  be  spit  r'd, 
How  lit  you  the  low    tack  the  rock  by  the  heard, 

When  you  gacd  to  fry  the   spinning  <?t . 

Tin   spinning,  the  spinning,  it  gars  my  heart  s.ib, 

To  <hink  on  the  ill  beginning  o't! 
I   took't   in  my  head  to  make    mi    a  wab, 

And   this    was    the  first  beginning  i?l  . 
But    had   I  nine  daughters    as   I  hat    but   thru  , 
The  safest   anil   soundest   advice  I  wail  gie, 
That    they  wad  frae  spinning  still   keep  their  hands  fm, 

For  fear  of  an  ill  beginning  o't. 

But  if  they,  in  spite  of  my  counsel, wad  run 
The  dreary   sail  task  b'  the  spinning  o't, 
Ket    them  find  a   loun   si  .it  light  up  by  the  *un, 

Syne  venture    on  the  beginning  oV : 
•For  wha's   done  as   I\e  done,  alake  and  afvowj 


) 


To  bus] 

i  up  a  rock 

They'll 

s.iy    lh.it  1 

The  meikle  <l<  il  t.ik  the  spinning  <?t! 
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ZULlMS  GRATE 


jjijjii  Pinng.nirjpn 

Ye   brier  — y  bields,  'where   ro_ses   blaw;  Ye    flow  _'ry    fells,  an' 


i    i  ■  iurr 


mm  j  i 


o'    my   youth  _fu1    days.      A  _  mang"    your    leaf  _v    sim_mtr     <  lacs,  And 

n  1  r  '     n  =UL= 


f 


m  J* 

ifl-n-  -i 

m 

bin 

sh_ii 

bfooms,  tlie 

ze  _  l>hy 

-a 

r  fli 

 1 

- 

es,    Syne    wing's    a— wa,  an< 

1     wan  _ton 

4*e 

• 

ays  A 

_  ronnrl     the.    grave —  A. 

.  round    the  gr 

ave    whaie  . 

% 

lu-li 

ft 

w 

a    lies . 

IS 

r 

—  - 

Ni«   mair   your     bonnic    biVfctn  bowers,  It    is  na  btanty's  fairest  bloom, 

Your  streamlets  fair,  and  woodlands  gaj.  It  ifeshifr  maiden  (harms  consign*!, 

t'an  cheer  the  wear)  winged  hours  An«r  hurried  to  an  early  loinb, 

As  u|>  tlit  git  n  I  joyless   stray:  That  wrings  my  lit  ait  and  clouds  ni)  mind 

Km   a' in)  hopes  hae  flown  away,  But  sparkling  wit,  ami  sense  refill  d, 

Vnd,  whrti  tlity  reachn  their  native  f>kies,       And  spotless  truth  without  disffiiisi  . 

I. «  ii  me,  amid  the  world  o'  wac,  Makes  nit-  with  sighs  enrich  the  wind 

To  w.ct  the  grave  wharc  Julia   lies.  That   fans    the  grave  wharf  Jtilta  lies. 
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BESSY  AJTD  HER  S  rfJVJr/JTG  WHEEL. 

Air,  Stirling  Vale. 


O  leeze  me  on  my  spinning  -wheel!  And  leezc  me  on  my  rock  and  reelll'Yac 


m 


irn  m  i  n  '  riii  rnn 


tap   to   tae   that    deeds    me    bein,  And   haps  me   fiel  and  warm 


m 


"af  e'en,  fll 


On  ilka   hand    the   hurnies  trot, 
And   meet   below  my  threkit  <otJ 
The  scented    hirk  and   hawthorn  white. 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite. 
Alike   to  screen  the  birdie's  nest, 
And   little  fishes'  caller  rest; 
Tlic  sun  blinks  kindly  on  the  biel' 
Where  blythe  1  turn  my  spinning-wheel. 


On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail, 
And  echo  cons  the  dolefu'  tale; 
The  lint-white  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Delighted,  rival  it  Iter's  lax  s  ; 
The  craik  amang    the  flavor  grcj  , 
The  paitrick  whirring-  oer  the  ley, 
The  swallow  fin  kin*  rnun    my  shieP, 
Amuse  mc  at   my  spinning— wheel. 


Wi<  sma'  to   soil,  and    less   to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy, 
O  wna  wad  leave  this  humble  slate, 
For  a'  the  pride  o'  a'  the  great! 
Amid  their  Hairing  idle   t »j  s , 
Amid  their  <  umhrous  dinsome  ioys, 
f«M  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  feel 
Of   H<  ssj    at    her  sj  inniny—  v.  heel  ? 


COULD  A  U GH't  OF  SOJVG. 


Could  an{rlit  of  song  «le_clare  my  |>ains, Could  artful  numbers  move  thee, 


m 


m 


.vails    t  lie  pride   of    art,  When    wastes    tlie    soul   with  an_gtnsli. 


=1 

- 

1 — 1 

— + — - 

—• 

Then   let    the   sudden    bursting  siyh. 

The  heart-felt  pang  discover; 
And  in  the  keen,  yet  tender  eye, 

O  read  th'  imploring  loverl 
For  well    I  know  thy  gentle  mind 

Disdains   art's   gay  disguising', 
Beyond  what    fancy  e'er  rcfin'd 

The  voice  of  nature  prizing. 


-?»■ ->•      »■      »■  »■ 


LIFE'S  .4  F.4VGH1'. 

Air,  The  Glancing  of  her  Apron. 


That  Iffcrti  a  Caught  there  is  nac   doubly    A    steep    and    slipp\y  hrac,  \nd 


67 


hrnk-.cn    aiths,    ami    faith-less    vows,  Gic 

3= 


lov_crs      mi(  _  kle  ^ae. 


Li   I  J 


When  poortith    looks   -wi'  soar  disdain, 

It   frights  a  body  sair, 
An<l  gars  tlicni  think  they  neer  'will  meet 

Delight  or  pleasure  mair. 
But  tho'  the  heart  he  eer  sae  sad, 

A'"'   prest   wi1  joy  less  (are, 
Hope  lightly  steps  in  at   the  last, 

To  fley  awa1  despair. 

For  love  o*  wealth  let  misers  toil, 

And  fret  baith  late  and  air', 
A  <  heerfu'  heart   has  ,iye  enough, 

And  whiles  a  mite   to  spare: 
A  leal  true  heart's  a  gilt  Irae  hcav'n, 

A  gift   that   i>    maist  rare; 
It  is  a  treasure  o'  itsel*, 

And  lightens  ilka  tare. 


Let  w-ealtli  aud    pride  exalt  thcmsils, 

And  boast  <>*  what  they  hae; 
Compar'd  w  i',  truth  and  honesty, 

They  are.  na  worth  a  strae. 
The  honest  heart  keeps  aye  ahoon. 

What  e'er  the  warld   may  say, 
And  laughs, and  turns  its  shafts  to  scorn, 

That  ithers  would  dismay. 

Sac-  let  us  mak*  lile's  burden  light, 

And  drive  ilk  (are  awa*; 
Contentment  is  a  dainty  feast, 

Allho'  in  hamcly  ha*; 
It  gies  a  (harm    to  ilka  thing, 

And   mak's  it   look  fu'  braw, 
The  spendfhri  1 1 ,  a  nd    the  miser  titrd, 

It  soars   aboon  them  a'. 


But  there's  ac  thing  amang  tho  lave 

To  keep  the  heart  in  tune, 
And    l>u»    for  fhat  the  weary  spleen 

Wad   plague  us  late  and  soon; 
A  bonnie  lass,  a  canty  wife. 

For  sic  is   nature's  law; 
Without  that  charmer  o'  our  lives, 

There's   scarce  a  (  harm   i\ a  . 
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ojv  wr  t"  he  i'arTa.w 


Music   by   R.  A.  Smith. 


WitJi 
Feeling. 


'jv^r  j  u.jii.,  i  f  r  r 

Can  ye  lo'e,  my   <lcalr   la  s_si«,  l*be  hills  wild  and  free, Where   t  lie 


song'  of  tKfe  shepherd  Gars  a1  ring'  wi'  glee?  Or  the  steep  reckj  glens,Wb»re  the 


1^1 


With  animation. 


lie   tar-tan.  An1 


wild  falcons  bidet    Then  on  wi'  th 


ty    let    lis  ride 


Can  ye  lo'e    the    kno«cs,  lassie, 
That    ne'er    war    in    riggs  ? 

Or  the   bonnie   Icmnc    kit  Owes, 
Where  the  sweet   Robin   biggs f 

Or   the   sang    o'   t  lie  I-.intic, 
When   wooing    his  bride? 

Then  on  wi'  the  tartan, 
-An1  lv    let    us  ride! 


Can  ye  lo'e    the    burn,  lassie, 

That  loti)>s  amang  turns?  ' 
Or  the  bonnie  green  liolnr, 

Whare  it    eannily  rir>s? 
Wi'  a  cantie   bit  housie, 

Sae  snug   by  its  side? 
Then  on  wi*   the  tartan, 

An'  fy  let   tis  ride! 


WEAl'H  ?HE    WAKE   YHY*  LOKEB  SLEEPS. 


Gaelic  Air. 


O'er  his   bed    no    mai-den    weeps,  Where  rolls    the    white  billow 


An.l 


m  t 
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(lie  O—eean's  troubled  1 


r  n.nrMiVf  n\ni 


still,  oh!  still  there's  left  behind  A   rest-less  storm  in   F.Llci's  mind.  Her 


m 


heart  is   on  von  darkening'  wjvc,  Where-  all   she    1  nv'l   is     lv_  iny,  And 


f 


where.  i_ round    her    Wit— Mamfc    grave,  The    sea- bird  is    (ry_ing.  And 


-  _    ■»         1  .       .  ....  •  .  . 


oft   on  J'i-t  A   Ion.  .1  -  (  .  v>'|K  r<    sur_ges  heat    and    lilUlows  roar,  SI 


«  ft 


N 

'J— 77^ 

5#£ 

sat  —  hut  erM(    has   nij>t  h( 

r  blo« 

. — .  L^J  i-J--*- 

)in.  And  then  th<\  made  young  M 
 P — I  1  i  T— 1 

 Li  1  L5 

-«_J             ,  - 

l<  It's  1  ■•■!  1  . 

— m 
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//or  L*4JfG  .J*V/>   DREARY  IS    1HF.  «YJGHT. 


Gaelit  Air. 


0  '  9  < 

Hov  lrfiig"  »«l  dreary  is  the  night  ,vVhen  1  am  Irat-  my  dea—rie,  I 


-N. — 

lm 

1 

:st_le 

f=*=i 

ss    lie  f 
 #  1 

rae   e'en  to   morn,    Tho'  1  «i 

...  n    .  -t= 

• 

u  J  1 

•»-»*>;  1 

£rJ  '  

r^y^fr~s; : 


frfrfJ  UN 


I 


rest  — lc».«.    lie    frae    e'en    to    morn.   Tho*  I 


were    nccr    *-<tv  wea.ry 


When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 
I  si»ent  wi'  thee,    my    dearie  ^ 

And  now  what  seas   between  us  roar, 
How  can  I    he  hut  eerie. 

And  now  what  seas,  &x . 


How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours, 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary! 
It  was  nae  s<c  ye  glinted  hy, 
"When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
It  was  nae  sae,  &c. 
..>.^»->.-5».->.^.->.-5»-->.->.^>.->-->-^: 

O  S'fRIKF.  rOf'/?    H.4RP,  MY  M.4RY. 

Air,  Cameron's  welc  ome  lume. 


Lively. 


O  strike  vour  liaruytnj   JMa_ry,  Its  loudest  liveliest    key,  And 
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join    the  sound-Wig     Cor-rci      In     it*      wild      mc —  I  o  die .  for 


burn,  and     breeze,   and  bil-low, 


Tlieir  sang'    are    a'    the    same,  Aim) 


ev-  ry    wav_ing    wil_low     Sounds,  "Cam  -  er  ^«n\    wel  _  come     ha  me 

^     J     •  J 


n 


r 


<)    list    yon   thrush,  my  Mary, 

That  warbles  on  the  pinel 
Its    strain   so    light   and  airy, 

Accord  is  in  joy  with  thine: 
The  lark   that    soars    to  heaven, 

The  sea-bird   on   the    fa  cm. 
Are  singing    from    morn  'till  even, 

Brave  Cameron's    welcome  name. 

DVC  mind,  my  ain  dear  Mary, 

When  we  hid.  in  the  tree, 
And  saw  our  Auchnacary, 
All   flaming  fearfully? 
The  fire  was   red,  red  glaring, 

And   mefu'  was  the  pine 
And   aye  you   tried  despairing, 
My   father's    ha's    are  g'anc! 


I  said,  my  ain   wee  Mary, 

D'ye  see  yon  cloud  sae  dun, 
That  sails  aboon   the  carry, 

And   hides  the  weary  sun? 
Behind  yon   cloud   sac  dreary, 

Beyond   and   far  within* 
There's  ane,  my   dear  wee  Mary, 

That  views    this  deadly  sin. 

He  sees   this  rue  ill'  reaverv, 

The  rage  of  dastard  knave", 
He  saw  our  deeds  of  bravery, 

And  he'll  reward  the  brave. 
Though  a'  we  had  was  given 

For  loyalty  and  (aith, 
I  still  had  hopes  that  heaven 

Would  right  the  heroes'  sc  aith  . 


The  day  is  dawned  in  heaven, 

For  which  we  a'  thought  lang; 
The  good,  the  just,  is  given 

To  right  our  nations  wrangj 
My  ain  dear  Auchnacary, 

I  hae  thought  lang  for  thee, 
O  sing  to  your  harp,  my  Mary  , 

And  sound  its  bonniest  key. 
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WfiEjr  charue  To  The  highlands  came. 

Air,  The  bonnie  mill  dams  o'  Balgonie. 


Slow, 


When  Char_lie  to  the  Fi^hJunds  came    It  was    a'    joy  and 

■fi^r  1  '  '  1 1  1  1       i 1  r  I 


gladness,  We  trow'd-na  that  our  hearts  sae  soon  Wad  bro_ken  he  wi»  sadnes 


O  why  did  heaven  sae  on  us  frown, 
And  break  our  hearts  wi'  sorrow  J 

O  it  will  never  smile  again, 

And  bring  a  gladsome  morrow! 

Our  dwelling's,  ard  our  outlay  gear, 
Lie  smoking,  and  in  ruin! 


Our  hame  is  now  the  barren  rock, 
As  if  by  heaven  forsaken; 

Our  shelter,  and  our  canopy, 
The  heather  and  the  braken. 

Oh!  we  maun  wander  far  and  near, 
And  foreign  lands  maun  bide  in} 


Our  bravest  youths, like  mountain  deer,        Our  bonnie  glens,we  loed  sae  dear, 


The  foe  is  oft  pursuing. 


We  ddiir  nae  langer  bide  in, 


AWAY\  AWAY'  FROM    THE   DEADLY'  SHORE. 


Mod: 


A_way,  a_w  ay  f  rom  the  deadly  shore,Wliere  the  big  waves  beat,  and  the 
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whirlwinds  roarj  Wliere  the  ma_ri  n_cr».  whit— end  bones  do  Uoat,  With  the  ir 
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Tlic  Mermaid  sits   on  the  sea— girt  rock, 
And  smiling  she  woos   the  tempest's  shock; 
The  breakers   heave, and  the-  surge  it  sweeps, 
A/id  with  rireeping  locks  her   watch    she  keeps*. 
Away,  away   from    the   deadly  shore, 

Where   the    big   waves    beat,  ami   the   whirlwinds  roar. 

She  braids  her  hair  with  wreck   and  with  weed, 
And  bids   the  mariner's   bark  to  speed, 
As  high  it   is  tost,  or  dips  in  the  wave, 
She  beckons  them  to  her  sea— weed  cave; 
Away,  away  from    the   deadly  shore, 

Where    the    big   waves    beat,  and   the    whirlwinds  roar. 

Her  cave  was  ne'er  lighted  by  moonlight  beam, 
Nor  cheerd  by  the  morning's  rndy    I  earn- 
Her    light  is   the  monsters' eyes  which  glare , 
And   the  dead  man's   lamp  that's    lighted  there: 
Away,  away  from   the    deadly  shore, 

Where    the    big    waves    beat,  and    the    whirlwinds  roar. 

"The  darkening  mist   is    around    her  hung. 

And   the  dead   sea  — bell    hath    the   kelpies  rung} 

'Tis   hollow  and    wild, 'tis    a   sound    so  sad, 

As    would    wake  the    dead    from  -their   oozy  bed* 

Away,  away    from    the    deadl)  shore, 

Wheic    the    big    waves   beat,  an-l    the    whirlwinds  roar. 

Her  evening   chime   is    that    deep  —  ton'd  bell, 
That  rings  the  struggling  mariners'  knell. 
And    sounds   in   their  cats    so   loud    and  l'*ng, 
Like    the    lillahy     ol     a    deathl'ss  song! 
Aw  ay,  away    from    the    .1.  aril)    -di  i  > 

Where    the    big   waves    beat,  and    Iht    whirlwinds  roar. 

The  light'.nings   flash    from   the  ebon  cloud, 
AikI    the    thunders    peal    is    deep   and  louriS 
Nor  an  earthly  voice,  nor  an  cartlitx  sound 
Is    heard,  but    the   spirits    that    king   ar..m,  >: 
Av,  ay,  away   from    the   deadly  shore, 

Where    the    big    waves    beat,  and    the    whirlwinds    i>  11  . 

On   the    brow    of    the  wave   to    the   vault  of  heaven, 
The  bark   is    tost,    it    is    onward  driven! 
R>    the    dim    dead-lights    to    the   wide   sea  keep, 
It   is    death    it    is    wreck   ere    the    Mermaid  sleep! 

away    from    the   deadly  shore, 
Where    the    biy    waves    beat,  and    the    whirlwinds  in.i. 

f  r 


IJT  FAR  DIS'Fa.YT  CL/AIFS, 


Air,  Good  morrow  fair  Mistress. 


With 
Fceli  n  j» 


In  far  dis_tant  climes,  hIicii  the  tear  g  ush -es  oer  For  hiiDir,  love,  a  ikI 


friendship*  that  charm  us     no     more}        Oh!     what    on     (lie    cx_ilc\.  <lark 


m 


jjjpu  j ^ i  j .  r  j= 


Like  the  ra|>— ttlre  that  glows  at   the   sonys   of   I  any- sy'»e. 


U    1  r 


The  music  of  Scotia   is    sweet     midst  the  scene; 
But*  ah!  could  you  hear  it  when  seas  roll  between; 

'Tis  then,  and  then  only*  the  soul  can  divine  

The  music  that  dwells  in   the  songs  of  langsync. 

The  spirit,  when  torn   from  earth's  objects  of  love, 
Loses  all  its  regrets  in   the  chorus  above; 
So  in  exile  we  cannot   but   cease   to  rejdne, 
When  it  hallows   with   extacy    songs    of  lang-syne. 


fHF.   QJ  F.EJf  O^'fHF.  LOTHIA  JTS . 
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lal    de  ral 


le    ral    lal    de    ral     Hey    fal    de    lal    de    ral,    lai  _  r« 


lai  _r 

0 


She  had    na    been   lang  at   the  brow  o'  the  hill, —  Fal,  Arc. 
Till   Jockie  cam  down  lor  to  visit  Lochnell,  Sing  hey,  &e. 

He  took   the  aunt   to  the    neuk  o'  the  ha',  __  Fal,  Ar<  . 

Whare  naebody  heard,  and  whare  naebody  saw,  Sing  hey,  Art  . 

Madam,  he  says,  I've  thought  on  your   advice       Fal,  Ate. 

I  wad  marry  your  niece,  but  I'm  Mey'd  shell  be  nice,  Sing  hey,  A;c 

Jockie,  she  says,  the  wark's  done  to  your  hand,       Fal,  Arc. 

I  ve  spoke  to  my  niece,  and  she's  at  your  command,  Sing  hey,  Ate. 

But  troth,  Madam,  I   canna  woo,  _  Fal,  Arc. 

For  aft  I  hae  tried  it,  and  aye  I  fa'  throJ_Sing  hey,  Arc. 

But,  O  dear  Madam,  and   ye  wad    begin,_  Fal,  Arc  . 

For  I'm  as  fley'd  to  do  it,  as  it  were  a  sin,_Sing  hey,  Ate. 

Jenny  cam  in,  and  Jockie  ran  out,_  Fal,  Ate. 

Madam,  she  says,  what  hae  ye  been  about,  _Sing  hey,  Ate. 

Jenny,  she  says,  I've  been  workin    for  you,       Fal,  Arc. 

For  what  do  ye  think,  Jockie's  come  here  to  woo,  Siny  hey,  Ate  . 

Vow  Jenny  tak  t  are,   and   dash  na  the  lad,  _  Fal ,  Ate  . 

For  offers  like  him  are   na  ay  to  be    had,_Sing  hey,  Ate. 

Madam,  III  tak  the  advice  o'  the  wise,  _  Fal ,  Ate  . 

1  ken  the  lads  worth,  a'nd  I  own  he's  a  prize,_Sing  hey,  Ate. 

Then  she  erics  butt  the  house,  Jockie  tome  here,  _  Fal,  Arc. 
Y'e've  nacthing  to  do  but  the  question  to  spier,  _Sing  hry,  Arc . 


The  question  was  spier'd,  and  the  bargain  was  strut  k,  ^  Fal .  Art 
The  neebors  tarn  in,  and  wish'd  them  gudc  lutk,_Sing  hcv.  Art 
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WILLIE"*    R  .4  R  F.  . 


Old  melody.* 


*     11       ♦  T    .       -3  " 


Willie's  rare,  and  Willie's  fair,  And  Willie's  wond'rons  bonnie,  And 


Wil_lie  hecht  to  mar_ry    me,    Gin     c  er    he    mar_ricd     o—  ny 


wm 


Vestreen    I  made  my    l>ed  fu'  braid, 

Tbe  night  j'll  make  it  narrow; 
For  a'  the  live—  lang  winter's  night 
I  lie  twin'd  o'  my  marrow. 

o!cam  yon  by  jon  water    side  ? 

Pu'd  yon  the  rose  or  lily? 
Or,  cam  yon  by  yon   meadow  green? 

Or,  saw  yon  my  sweet  Willie?  , 

She  sought  him  cast,  she  sought  him  west, 
She  sought  him  braid  and  narrow, 

And  in  the  clifting  o'  a  craig, 

She    fand  him  drown'd  in  Yarrow. 

*  Written  from  the  singing'  of  MT  Wm  Chalmcr's,  Paisley. 


COJfJTF.L  AJVD  FLORA. 


Gaelic  Air. 
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O.y    1H EE,  ELI 'Z.4,  DWELL    MY*  THOUGHTS. 

Air,  In  yon  garden  fine  <t  tray. 


SI. 


On  »hee,  E_Ii_za,  dwell  my  thoughts,  While  st  ray_i  rig 'neat  h  the  moon's  pale 


1ieam;At  mid  night,i  n  my  wandVing  sleep,  I   see  thy   fofm  in    fan— try's  .1 


I    see    thee    in    the    rosy  morn. 

Approach  as   loose-roh'd    heautys  queen; 

The  morning  smiles,  hut    thou   art  lost; 
Too   soon   is    fled    the   sylvan  scene! 

Still    fancy    fondly   dwells    on  thee. 
And    adds    another   day    of  care; 

What    hliss  were   mine  could    fancy  paint 
Thee  true,  as  she   can    paint   thee  fair! 

°  ttyl  yc   dear  deceitful  dreams! 

Ye  silken  cords   that    hind    the  heart;  

Canst   thou,  Kliza,  these  in  twine. 

And    smile   and    triumph  in   the  smart? 
.^.-a».^.^.^.^.^.-s»«s».-s».-3».:#: . 

V>,  S.IW    YE    MY*  FATHER? 

S 
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*  '*>r  7  * — , —  :  

O,    saw    ye     my     "Fa—ther:      or,   saw     ye      my     Mci  -  tlicr:  or, 
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to—  *   —~  -  — 

saw     ye     my     true      love,      Johnr  '1      saw      na      your     Fa  -tlicr,  I 


7<* 


"It's  now  ten  at  night,  and  the  stars  gi'e  nae  Light, 
And  tlie  hells  they  ring,  ding  dong; 

He's  met  wi'  some  delay,  that  causeth  him  to  stay, 
But  he  will  he  here  ere  lang'.' 

The  surly  auld  carl  Hid  naething  hut  snarl, 

And  Johnny's  face  it  grew  red; 
Yet  tho'  he  often  sigh'd  ,  he  ne'er  a  word  replied 

Till  all  were  asleep  in  hed. 

/ 

Up  Johnny  rose,  and  to  the  door  he  goes, 

And  gently  he  tirled  the  pin; 
The  lassie. Liking  tent, unto  the  door  she  went, 

And  she  opcii'd,  and  let  him  in. 

"And  are  you  come  at  last?  and  do  I  hold  you  fast? 

And  is  my  Johnny  true?" 
'1  ha'e  nae  time  to  tell,  but  sae  lang's  I  lo'e  mysel, 

Sae  lang  shall  I  lo'e  you'. 


WHERE  ARE  THE  ZOYS> 

Where  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning, 
That  dane'd  to  the  lark's  early  song? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring, 
At  evening, the  wild  woods  among. 

No  more  a— winding  the  course  of  yon  river, 
And  marking  sweet  flow'rets  sae  fair; 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure, 
But  sorrow  and  sad  sighing  care. 

Is  it   that  simmer's  forsaking  our  vallies , 

And  grim  surly  winter  is  near? 
No,  no,  the  bees, humming"  around  their  gay  roses, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  fear  to  discover, 
Yet  long,  long  too  well, have  I  known, 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom 
Is  Jeanie,  fair  Jeanie,  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me, my  griefs  are  immortal, 

Nor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow, 
Come  then,  enamour'd,and  fond  of  my  anguish, 

Enjoyment  111  seek  in  my  woe. 
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GO  T'O  BERWICK^SOHJVjriE. 


Lively, 


■* — *   » i  ■    ■  ■ — * — ' — — *— ■ — 1 — g- 

Go  to  Fer_wi  ck,  John_nie,  Bring-  licr  frac  the  border! Yon  sweet 


4    1     I    '4     i    'i  '4 


bonnic  las—sic,  1-et  bcr  gae  nae  farrier.    English  lonns  will  twine  ye   O'  the 


pi 


ii 1  1  ,  


lovely  treasure^  But  we1!!   let  them   ken,  A  sword  wi'  thern  we'll  measure. 


'1  '4    1  1 


(to    to    Be  rwiek,  Johnnie  , 

Ami  regain  your  honour; 
Drive  them  o'er  the  Tweed, 

And  shaw  our  Seotish  banner. 
I   am  Ral)  the  King', 

And  ye  arc  Jock  my  brithcr; 
Ru<,bclore  we  lose  her, 

We'll  a'   there  thegither. 

7*//^  .4/  F R  MA  VP  F  iV. 
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'The  ni<  ht  if.  mirk, and  the  wind  blaws  sc  hill, And  Hie  while  laemwccis  nn 


mm 


i 


line,  And  my  mind  misgies  me, 


y  a)  mai  -den.  Thai  the  land  WC    sail    lie— \  < 'I  sec. 
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said  to  my  bon_nic  bryd  —  groom, That  on  land  we  suld  wed— dit  l>c. 


W  r  r 


"Oh.  I  never  said  that    ane  erthlie  jirce*-t 

Our  bridal  blessing  should  gie, 
And  I  never  said  tliat  a  landwart  bouir 

Should  hald  my  luvc  and  mc'.1 
'And  wharc  is  that  freest,  my  honnie  maiden. 

If   ane  erthlie  wiclit  is  na_he?' 
"Oh!  the  wind  will  sough, and  the  sea  will  iair, 

When    weddit    we   twa   sail  be?' 

'And   wharc  is  that    bouir,  my   honnie  maiden, 

II  on    land    it  suld    na  he?' 
"Oil.  thy  blytlie  bouir  is   low,"  said   the  tneroiaydtn, 

In  the  honnie  green    lion's   o'  the  seaT 
My  R-O    bouir  is  bigg-it  o'  the  glide  s hips'  keel s , 

And   the  banes   o'  the  drown'd    at  sea; 
The  fisch   arc  the   deer    that    fill    my  parks, 

And    the  water   waste    my  drurie. 

And    my  bouir  is  sklaitit  wi'  the   big  blue  wave. 

And  jiaved    wi'  the  yellow  sand, 
And  in  my  Chalmers  grow  honnie  white  flowers 

That   never  grew    on  land. 
And    have  \c  e'er  seen,  my  honnie  hrydgroom, 

A   leman  on  earth    that   wuld  gic 
Aikcr  lor  aiker  o'  the  red    ploughed  land,' 

As   I'll   gie   to    thee  o'  the  sea? 

The   miine  will   rise   in   half  ane  hour, 

-And   the  wee    bricht   sterns   will  shine; 

Then   w*e,il    sink  to   my   bouir  'neath    the  wan  water 
Full    fifty    fathom   and  nine." 

A  wild, wild    skreieh,gied    the    lej  hrydgroom, 
And  a  loud,  loud    laufh,  the  hrydej 

For    the   inunc    rase    iyi,   ,iml    the    t  \v  a   sank  ttowll 
Under  the  silver'd  tide. 
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*/ HE    W RE  A  T H 


Music  by  Mr.s  Campbell. 


Mod:  with 
KxpressioiJ 


I  stood  on  the  spot  where  his  lyre  is  unstrung,Where  cold  is  the  bosom  it 


fir\l!  I  wept  o'erthe  hones  of  the  sovYeigh  of  song,  The  Minstrel  whom  natureinspirVll 


I  pint  k'd  a  green  wreath  from  the  Bard's  hallow'd  tomb, 

But  it  was  not  the  wreath  of  his  fame; 
No,  the  wreath  of  his  fame  shall  unfailingly  bloom 

In  the  glory  that  circles  his  name! 

Yes,  Burns,  while  the  children  of  Scotia  shall  heave 

A  sigh  o'er  the  grave  of  the  bard] 
To  thee,  native  minstrel,  affection  shall  weave 

A  wreath  of  eternal  regard  J 


*Written  at  the  suggestion  of  a  Lady,who  had  visited  the  grave  of  Burns,  and  gath- 
ered some  wj  1<1  i  lowers  from  the  turf  which  covered  his  mortal  remains. 


COCK  UP  YOUR  BEATER. 


Lively 


When  first  my  brave  John— nie,  lad, came  to  this  town,  He  had  a  blue 
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bon-net    that    wan— ted    the     crown;       But      now     he     has     Jfot  —  ten  a 
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hat     and      a     fcath  —  crj      Hey,    brave    Johnnie,  lad,    cock    H|>    your  be.ivcr! 
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Coc  k    up   your  bea— ver,    ind    cock    it    fu'     sprush;     We'll      o_  ver 


the 


border  and  gie  tliem  a   brush:   There's  sonic—  bo— dy  there  well  teach  better  be  — 


1  •  V 


ia_viour;  Hey,  brave   John-nie,  lad,     Cock     Up     vonr      bea  — ver. 


Cock  it  up  right,  and  faUld  it  nae  down, 

And  cock  the  white  rose  on  the  band  o'  the  crown} 

Cock  it  on  the  right  side,  no  on  the  wrang, 

Ami  yese  be  at  Carlisle  or  it  be  lang. 

There's  somebody  there  that  likes  slinking-  and  slav'ry} 
Somebody  there  that  likes  knapping  and  knav'ry} 
But  somebody's  coming  will  make  them  to  waver} 
Hey,  brave  Johnnie, lad,  cock  up  your  beaver! 


Sawney  -was  bred  wi'a  broker  <>'  wigs} 

But  now  he's  gaun  southward  to  lather  the  whigs} 

And  he's  to  set  up  as  their  shopman  and  shaver} 

Hey,  brave  Johnnie,lad,  cock  up  your  beaver! 

Jockie  was  bred  for  a  tanner,  ye  ken. 

But  now  he's  gaun  southward  to  curry  goodmen, 

With  Andrew  Fcrrara  for  barker  and  cleaver} 

Hey,  brave  Johnnie, lad,  cock  up  your  beaver! 

Donald  w  as  bred  for  a  lifter  o'  kye, 
A  stealer  o'  deer,  and  a  drover  forbyc} 
But  now  he's  gaun  over  the  border  a  blink. 
And  he's  to  get  red  gowd  to  bundle  and  >  link. 
Tin  re's  Donald  the  drover,  and  Duncan  the  caird. 
And  Sawney  the  shaver,  and  Logie  the  laird; 
These  are  lads  that  will  Clinch  frae  you  never} 
Hey,  brave  Johnnie, lad,  Cock  up  your  heaver! 


I 


S4 

St  RE    .WV    3E.4N   IS    B  F.  Jl  U  I'V  BLOSSOM. 


Air,   Peerless  Jcanie. 


if 

Sure  in}    Jean  is    beau—ty's  I.I  ossom,  Blaw  iny  sweet  in  il-ka  airt; 


IB 


*  T 


Lovely   ten— ant     o'   my    bo_som,    Frae   that    bowV    she1!!    ne'er  de  — part 


f 


Sweet  s 


the  charms  her  looks  dis_co_vor,  In  her  breast  -what  beauties  lie} 


hi  Ji  r  I*  J 


nn  [pup  rfr.hnj  2 


Frae  a   fond   and    <  on_stant  lov_er,   Breath— ing  mo_ny   a    heart  felt  sigh 

^3 


-:  r 


I    ha'e   seen   the   floweret  spring-in', 

(■iaily   on    the   sunny  lea; 
I    ha'e  -heard    the  mavis  singin' 

Sweetly  on    the   hawthorn  tree: 
But,  my  Jeanie,  peerless  dearie! 

She's   the   flower   attracts   mine  ce; 
Whan  she  tunes    her  voice  sac  checrie, 
--■  She's  the  mavis   dear   to  me! 

A?    WILLIE'S    WEDDING    ON  l" H E  GREEN. 

Air,  Jenny  dang  the  Weaver. 


At  Willie's  wedding-  on  the  green, The  lassies,bon ny  witclics^Wlieie 


M^gftfy   baric  the    lads    (A     tent,    But    Jock    wad    not    he_licve   hcrj  But 
-*  1  =  ,  ,  '  -0  


r  ?    ?  t 


S    N  N 


soon  the    fuil    his     fol_ly    kcut,      For    Jcn-ny     dang1     the  -wcav.cr. 


Chorus . 


1 


fafe 


<       4  * 


r    -*  ■  r 

Jen— ny     dany,     dany,     itauy,      Jen  -  nv     danjf      the     weav  — cr.  But 


w. 


At    ilka    country    dance    or    reel,  Quo'  lic,''my  lass  to   s|ieak  my  mind. 

Wi'  her    he    wad    he    hahhin';  In   troth    I    need    na  swither, 

When   she  sat   down,  he  sat   down,  YeVc  bonny  een,  and  if  yeVc  kind, 

And    to   her   wad    be   jfabbin";  I   needna   seek  anther?" 

Where  eVr   she  g-ade,   baith    butt  and    hen,  He  ImmM  and   liaw'd,  the  lass  cried  fcii^h! 

The  ctllf   won'cl    never  leave   her,  And  bade  the  cuil    no  cleave  lier; 

\>    keckliny   like  a   clockin'  hen.  Syne  snap!   her  finders,  lap  and  leuyh 

But    Jinny    dany    the    weaver.  And  dany  the  silly  wea\cr. 

Jenny  dang,   &«  .  ~"      And    Jenny  dang,  &c  . 

V 
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BESS    IS    YOVA'G   .4vV/)  BESS  IS  f\4/fi. 


Air,  Bess  t  he 

Gawkie. 

Bess  is )Oiinf>,jii(l  Bess      is  fair,W 

P  ligM  blue  een  and 

r  .  *~ 

bonnie  yellow 

I- ^  J  -  u J  j: 

Bess    should   like   a  i>i<turc  ne* 
Nailed  to  a  w»'  mui  a'  might  see, 
And  nnirkle  thought  o'  she  wad  be 

And  no  kent  for  a  g;av»-kie. 
()h,steek  your  mouth    then, cousin  dear, 
And  nae  mair  havers  let  us  hear; 
Oh  steek  your  mouth,  and  never  fear, 

Yese  no  be  ca'd  a  g-awkie. 


The  news  frae  Moidart,<  am'yestrcci^Will  soon  gar  mn.ny  ler_li<  ;For 


»ri^  ri;r'tJpjii,ii; 


kli1]>K  a*  war  haV  hfst  come  in,  An'  landed  roy«-a1  Char_He.     Come  thro'  the 


— S 


heat  her,  a  round  him  gather, Yc'rc  a'  l  lie  m  e  l<omer  ear_lyj  A -round  himtling  wi' 

m 


lr'  Ti'ipjiu  r 


King 


The  Highland  clans  wi' sword  in  liand, 
Frac  John  o'  Groat's  to  Airly, 

Ha'c  to  a  man  declar'd  to  stand, 
Or  fa',wi'  royal  Charlie. 

Come  thro'  the  heather,  &c. 

TheLowland-  a',  bait h  great  an'  sma', 

"Wi1  mony  a  Lord  an'  I.aird,  ha'e 
lie.  lar'd  for  Scotia's  Kint>  an'  law, 
An'  sjicir  >c,wha  but  Charlie. 
Come  thro1  the  heather,  Arc. 


There's  ne'er  a  lass  in  a'  the  land, 
But  vows  baith  late  an'  early, 

To  man  she'll  ne'er  gie  heart  or  hand; 
Wha  wadna  let  ht  for  Charlie. 
Come  thro' the  heather,  Acc. 

Then, here's  a  health  to  Charlie's  cause, 
An'be't  com\)lcat  an' early, 

His  very  name  our  heart's  blood  warms. 
To  arms  for  royal  Charlie. 
••Come  thro'  the  heather,  Arc  . 

V 
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wilT  Thov  GO  Wt9'jltE. 

Air,  Tihhie  Dunhar. 


SI  owly. 


O  wiH  thou  ({»  wi'  nic,    sweet    Tihhie  Dunhar;   O  wilt  thou 


N  N 


 1 — — r 

Itjwn    in    a    Car,     Or    walk     by    my    side,     O     sweet    Tihhie  Dunhar. 

±-ir—r~--    »  ■   ■  *  —  * 


h  r  r  r  f  u 


,1 


■   w — ■ — i 

kin,   sae     hij^h    an<l    sae    lor<l_ly.        But    say    thou   wilt    haV  me  f< 


SCHIE   GORMALYJV  AJTD  THE  BE  ID  WOCLFF. 


H9 


Air,  The  reidWbulff  at  thewarldis  en<l. 


L>  the  and  listen  feeris  al^  In  quhat  manere,thirlit  in  thralle,Was 


■J—    J  J, J  JJ 


S  N 


wm 


•• — ;j- — 2; — 

ane  swote  May  fair  .      Be  ane  reid  Woulff,  ane  ugsum-fende,  Liggandniethe 


P  P 


I 


Quhyll  »ne  knicht  breemdid  wend  ThilkWoulffjs  he**  tjll  tere. 


Then  this  burrle  bricht  to  bring' 
Frae  the  Woulff ishalde  indigne, 

Did  bimsel  boune; 
His  aventuris,grit  to  tell, 
Dois  mi  weake  witt  precell, 
Quhairfoir  me  rede  you  well, 

His  laude  to  roune. 

^  ^fr 

G-ude  G-ormalyn  bene  pricken  onne  , 
Ane  Squyer  be  him  ronne, 

Stalwarth  and  fre. 
Ouir  forthis,  holtis,  and  how, 
Quhyll  thay  |>rochen  till  a  lowe, 
Brennand  bauld  on  ane  knowe, 

Meruailous  till  see. 

*      *  * 


"Quhair  wonnis  tliow  knit  lit, 
In  armour  clere  die  lit  ?" 

Spak  furth  ane  man. 
«I  gang?  quod  G-ormalyn, 
'Sum  straunge  aventur  in, 
Sua  betide  me  hap  and  gyn, 
Do  quhat  I  can. 

Quhat  cave  has  haj>i>it  tin  , 
Sith  sic  dolore  I  see 

Thorow  this  land  g-ude? 
Quhat  bene  this  fyrie  flare, 
Trubland  the  mokie  aire, 
And  sua  moche  of  dispaire, 

With  teiris  afflude?"' 


*****  * 

*Deciphered,  and  put  into  modern  Notation,f  rom  an  old  veil  urn  MS  in  possession  ol 
W*P  Motherwell  Esqr  a  Gentleman  whose  indefatigable  researches  have  rest  ued  manj 
a  "&em  of  the  kind"from  oblivion.  Those  who  feel  any  inclination  to  see  the  remain., 
ing  stanzas  of  this  "marrow-hone  for  the  tooth  of  the  antiquary"  may  consult  the  |-a_ 
f?es  of  the"Harv  of  Renfrewshire^' a  work  of  considerable  merit,  published byMr  John 
Lawrence  JunF  of  Paisley,  where  they  will  find  a  very  interesting  and  ingenious  ■<  . 
count  of  the  M  S    in  question. 
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-WW/fV  ( "(UYJVf  JSTG  H  JIM. 


Oli,  say    na    sae,  Mii-ry    Oun_ ni i\(£  —  li<«m !      Oh,  sav    na   sac  to 


m 


me.       Its  taul<1  u|>_on  your  wan  wan  <hcek,      It's  taul<t  in  your  troubled  e'e. 


f3? 


Gi'e  owre,gic  nwrc  wi'  thy  *  ords  <>'  mirth,       Wild  is  your  e'e,  Mary  Ctinni ngham! 


There's  nae  mirth  in  your  heart; 
To  hide  the  deadlie  thraws  o' the  hreast, 
Ye  hae  na  yet  the  art. 

I  ki  n  ye  lo'ed  him  wi'  that  luve', 

That  maidens  aften  rue; 
Oh  hard,  hard  was  the  heart,  I  v^at, 

Tliat  cou'd  he  iausc  to  you! 


f^ook  na  sae  wild  on  mi  J 
I  cam  to  tell  that  your  ante  fausc  luve, 
Is  fause  nae  mair  to  ye. 

Does  he  lo'e  me  ye't  ?  nwrc  late,  re  late. 
Ye  tell  the  hlissfu'  tale! 

For  the  deadlie  drug1  that  hums  my  frame- 
Maun  sune  o'er  life  prevail. 


Forgi'e ,  f  orgie  ,   Mary  Cunningham!  i 

HeaVn  sair  has  |>unish'd  my  sin! 
"We'll  part  nae  mair,  hut  like  hridegroom  and  liridc 
We'll  sleep  the  cauld  yir«l  within 

MY  PEGGY  IS  Jl  YOUJTG  T'HIJ^G. 

Air,  The  wawking  o' the  Faiild. 


Mv  Peggy:  is  a  young  thing  Just  entcr'd  in  her  teens,  Fair 
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-N  K— N 


Pcg_gv    is    a      young"  tiling.   An'  I'm   not  ye— ry  auld,  Yet  will  I-  like  to 


meet  lier    At  the  wawking 


T        «    ^    3  • 

wawkine'  o'    the  fanld. 


My  Peggy  speaks  sac  sweetly  When- 


i 


e'er  -we   meet  a_lane,  1  wish   nae  mair   w>    lay  my   care,  1  wish  nae  mair  o| 


j.  ?  J 


a'  that's  rare;  My  Peggy  s|>eaks  sac  sweetly,  To  a'  the  lave  1m  <  an  1  <1  -  But 


die  gars  a'   my   s^i  — fits 


plow    At    waXk_ing"  o' 


the  fanlil. 


My  Peggy   smiles  sac  kindly  , 
Whene'er  1  Vihisj>cr  love. 
That  I  look  down  on  a'  the  town, 
That  I  look  «lown  iijk'"  '*  trow  n  5 
My  Peggy  smiles  sac  kindly, 

It  makes   me  blyth  and  liatild, 
Ami  naething  gi'es  me  sit  delight 
As    wawking  o'   the  lauld  . 


My  Peggy  s{ligs  sae  saltl> 
When  on  my   pipe  I  l',,,y»J- 
By  a'  the  rest  it  is  tonlcst, 
By    a'  the   rest,  that   she  siiiys  |i<sf. 
My  Peggy  sings  s,.<-  s.ilth, 

And  in  her  sangs  are  t.uild, 
With  innocence,  the  wale  ft'  sense, 
At  wawking  o'  tlie  faulil. 
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O  FOB  AJfF  AJTD  T'WFsXT'\\  fi4Jll 


Lively. 


Choru 


C\       for   uno    a  i  l  i  i    f  \*  •>  1 1  f"v       T  j  r* .  ^     A  i i 


Air,   The  Moudiewort 


2 


An'  O    for  ane  in<l  tw  enty,  Tan.!  An' hey  sweet  a  ik  j«'  i«  cut  v,T,.m!l  11 


.♦■>•  T._Jl'l 


learn  my  kin  a   rat  —  tlin    sang".    An    I    saw   ine    in1    t«cn-  ty,    Tarn.  Tlicy 


1 


mm 


snool    me  sair,    an1  ha.ud  me  down,   An'  jjar  me  look  like  hi untie,  Tarn;  But 


three  jshort  years  will  soon  wheel  rnun^  An1  then  comes  ane  an'  twenty,  Tarn. 


Repeat  the  Chos 


A  gicih  o'  lan%  a  clatit  o*  gear, 

Was  left   m e  by   my    auntie,  Tarn; 

At   kith  or  kin   I   need— na  s)>icr, 

An   I    saw  ane   an'   twenty,  Tarn. 
An'  O     for,  &v  . 


They'll    hac  me  wed    a   wealthy  <  <><>!, 
Tho'  1   mysel   hae  plenty,  Tarn; 

But   heaAt    thou,  laddie,  there's    my  loof, 
I'm   thine   at    ane   an'   twenty,  Tarn. 
An'O    for,  Are. 


BA  L  OO,  BALOO,  MY*  WEE   WEE  fHIJTG. 


9y 


Air,  The  Stotish  Lullah\.* 


Slowly. 


Ba— loo,  haloo,  my  »ce    wee  thing1,  O  saf  t 1 y  <  lose  thy  Minkid'eel  B< 


i 


1 


■ope    aye    heihts    his    safe     re..l«rn     To   you.     nr-     b'lin  I*    lailih,  atV1 


Baloo,  haloo,  my  wee  wee  thinf?, 
O  saftly  close  thy  blinking  e'e! 

B.1I00,  haloo,  my  wee  wee  thing, 

For  thou  art    doubly  dear   to  me, 


Baloo,  haloo,  my  wee  wee  thing, 
6  saltly  close   thy   hliiikin*  cV! 

Haloo,  I,  h  |iii,<  my   wio    wee  thtn|f, 

For  thoti   art    douhly   dear   to  me. 


Thy  fare  is  simple,  sweet,  and  mild,  O  but  th>   daddU\   absent  v.  Iamj, 


Like  uny  sioimer  e'enintf  fa'j 
Thy  s)>arkliii|f  eV  is    honnie  M.i  L; 


Mijflit  break  my  dowie  heart  in  im, 
Wert   thou    na   left    a    daw  (it  |>leilgf«1 


Thy   neck  is   like   (be  mountain  snaw.  To  steal    the  eerie  .hours  .twa! 


This  air  is  generally  snii|r  in  Scotland    by  nurses   when  lulling  <  hildren  to  sleep 
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Thf  Ton. 


Eh'  quo  the  Tori $'its  a  braw  light  nigh  t, The  wi  rfs  i'thewast, a nd  themune shines 


bricht;The  win's  i'  the  wast,  an'  themune  shines  britht,  An'l'll  a_wa  to  the  toun,  O. 


"I  was  down  amang  yon  shepherds  stroggs, 
I'l  like  to  been  worried  by  his  dog's, 
But,by  my  sooth!  I  minded  his  hogs. 
The  night  I  ram  to  the  toun,  O?' 

He's  taen  the  grey  goose  by  the  green  sleeve, 
"Eh, ye  atild  witrh  !  nae  langer  shall  ye  live; 
Yonr  flesh  it  is  tender,  your  banes  I  maun  prieve, 
For  that  I  ram  to  the  toun,  O." 


Up  gat  the  auld  w-ife  out  o'  her  bed, 
And  out  o'  the  window  she  --.hot  her  auld  head, 
'F.h,gudeman!  the  grey  goose  is  dead, 
An'  the  tod  has  been  i'  the  toun,  O  .' 

THE    HIKMBLE  BEGGAR. 


Reritative. 


-7 


In  time, 
rO     very  slow 


—  «   .  , 


In    Srot-land   there  liv'd     a      hum  -  ble      beg  _  gar,  Nac 


house-,  nae  hald,  nor  hamc  had    he;  But  he.  was    weel     lik-ed  by 
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fv  ^\         1  n  t  i  me  . 


mm 


il  —  ka   bo  — die,  And   tliey  pied    liim    sun  — kets    and  saps  to'-^prie 


A  nivefu'  o'  meal,  and  bandfu'  o' groats, 
A  dand  o'  a  bannock,  or  herring  bree, 

Cauld  parritch,  or  the  lickings  o'  plates, 

Wad  mak  him  blythe  as  a  beggar  could  be. 

This   beggar  he  was  a  humble  beggar, 

The  feint  a  bit  o'  pride  had  he, 
He  wad  a  ta'en  his  awms  in  a  bicker 

Frae  gentleman  or  puir  bodie. 

His  wallets  ahint  and  afore  did  hang, 
In  as  good  order  as  wallets  could  be; 

A  lang  kail-gully  hung  down  by  his  side, 

And  a  meikie  nowt— horn  to  rout  on  had  he. 

It  happen'd  ill,  it  happen'd  waur, 

It  happen'd  sae  that  he  did  die, 
And  wha  do  ye  think  was  at  his  late— wake, 

But  lads  and  lasses  of  a  high  degree. 

Some  were  blythe,  and  some  were  sad, 

And  some  (hey  playM  at  Blind  Harrie; 
But  suddenly  up-started  the  auld  carle, 
"I  rede  you!  good  folks,  tak  tent  o'  me." 

Uj)  g-<*t  Kate  that         i'  the  nook, 
"Vow  kimmer,  and  how  do  ye?" 
rT(>  Sic  gat,  and  ca'd  her  linuncr, 

\t\-.i  ruggit  and  tuggit  her  cockernonie. 

Theyhoukit  his  grave   in  Duket's  kirk— yard. 

E'en  fair  fa'  the  companies 
But  whan  they  were  gaun  to  lay  him  i'  the  jird, 

The  feint  a  dead   nor  dead  was  he. 

And  when  they  brought  him  to  Duket's  kirk  — yard, 
He  dunted  on  the  kist,the  boards  did  flee* 

And  when  they  were  gaun  to  lay  him  i'  the  yird, 
In  fell  the  kist  and  out  lap  he. 

He  cry'd"l'm  cauld,  Im  unco  cauld," 

Fu' last  ran  the  folk, and  fu*  fast  ran  he; 

But  he  was  first  hame  at  his   ain  ingle-side, 
And  he  helped  to  drink  his  ain  dregie. 


D 


V 
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WILLIE    WP  HIS   WIG  Jl-yEF.. 


Cantily. 


O  saw  ye  Willie  frae  the  west!  O  saw  ye  Willie  in  his  {floe!  O 


N    N_fc    N  N  N 


i 


iiw  ye  Wil—lie    i'rae    the     west.  When    he   hail   tj'ot    his   wijjt    ,_jcc!  There% 


'.Scots  wha    lue   «'i'  Wal_lacc    hied,1"  Ho    towVs    {(    up    in    sic    „     key;  O 


saw    u  Wil_lie,    hcar-tv    lad.  When    he    haH    got    his    wig  a-jee, 


4-3 


To    hear    him    sing    a    canty  air, 

He  lilts  it   oVr   sac  charmingly, 
That  in  a    moment   all    I  lies  care 

When  Willie  gets   his    wig   a -jet-. 
Let  drones   croon  oer  a   winter  night* 

A  lig  for  them  wlut'er  the}  be, 
Foi    1  cou<l    sit    till    morning  light, 

W'i'  Willie    and    his    yrifZ    a -jec. 


fiOJV*Y/F   Btl  L. 


The    smil  — ing"   sjiring  <  omes    in   rejoic  ing-,    And    surly  win— .ter 

 ^fflz-f^:f  ;4,  f  r. 


-Tm_l>     flies}     Now    crys_tal    clear     are     the    fal  — ling    wa_ters,  And 


J 


J. 


lion  _  nv    blue    arc    the    sun— ny    skies.   Fresh    o'er    the    moun  —  tains  break 


lortli   the    morning,   The   ev'ning  gilds   the    Oc  eans    swell}   All   creatures  \t>l 

J.  _  _L 


) 


;   J.        ■  - 


in  the   sun's   re—  turn—  ing,   And   I    re— joice   in   my    hon  — nie  Bell. 


mm 


The   llcmery  spring  leads    sunny  summer, 

And  yellow  autumn  jiresscs    near  J 
Then  in   his  turn  comes  gloomy  winter, 

Till    smiling  spring  again  a|>|>car. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing, 

Old  time  ami  nature  their  changes  ult; 
But   never  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

1  adore   my    bonnie  Bell. 
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Vll  lay  mf  ojv  Yhf  wijtTry  lfa 


Air,  Waly,  Waly  .     Old  Set 


Slow 


fll  lay  me  on  the  win  —try  lea,  And  sleep  a-midst  the  wind  and 


_o  —  tlier's  bride  1 11  he,  O  hrin 


bring-  to  me  my  winding-  sheet! 


What  (in  a  hapless  lassie  do, 

When  ilka  friend  wad  prove  a  ioe, 

Wad  gar  her  break  her  dearest  vow, 
To  wed  wi'  ane  she  canna  lo'e! 

*#**###### 


De_rlare,  ye    hanks    of   He_li_<on,    Par_nas_sus'  hills  and 


N  f 
 *  - 

t 

s — (FT-t 

-jy  r.r  r.ir.ri 

dales  ilk  one,  An 

— •_  m 

<\  fonn—  tain  Cs 

ib_al— leii 

»,  If  o_ny  of  your   Mus-es    all,  or 
— »|-— p  j»             p  p 

  J  — ■ — i 

N\ ti  ■  |  >  1 1  i  -  .,  he  per_c_gal    Un^to   my   la_dy  sheen.     Or  if   the  la_dits 


T==f 


that  did  lave  Their  ho— dies  hy  your  hriin,  So  seemly  were,  or  yet  so  swave,  So 


f6 


r  *  *  r  T  *  r 

beau— ti— or   trim       Con— tern  — p i  1 1  ,   ex      /i m _ j 1 1 c     take    hy    her    pro  —  j>er 


mm 
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No,  no,  Forsooth  was  never  none, 
That  with  this  perle<  t  paragon 

In  heauty  might  compare; 
The  Muses  would  have  given  the  gtee 
To  her  as  to  the  A  per  se, 

And  peerless  pearl  preclare; 
With  qualities  and  form  divine, 

By  nature  so  decored; 
As  G-nddess  of  all  feminine  ^ 

Of  men  to  he  adored; 
So  hlcsscd,  that  wished 

She  is  in  all  ineii\  thought. 


As  rarest  and  fairest 

That  ever  nature  wrought. 

- — »  "  ~rf*l 

"It  would  exceed  our  limits  to  give  the  rest  of  the  words:  the  original  i«  in 
•  he  Pepys  Collection  in  the  University  of  Cambridge.  The  melody  mu-t  havi 
l.een  a  favourite  with  our  ancestors;  for  the  stanza  is  a  very  common  one  in  tin 
works  of  our  early  poets.  Many  compos i t i <,,,.., f n  rhc  tune  of  The  Ranks  <d  Heli- 
con, are  to  he  found  in  the  Bannatyne  MS  preserved  in  the  library  of  the  Fa.  .ill* 
of  Advoc  ates  at  Edinburgh,  compiled  1.5tf8.  It  is,  probably,  the  most  an<  U 
Scots  tune  of  which  the  original  words  rcnuin!'    Edinburgh  Vocal  Maga*  inc,l  ?*,\ 


100 

Thy  FATHER^  Mir  bairjtie. 


Slow 


Air,  r^nicrniiun  Midnight  Hymn. 


Thy  Father,  my  bairnie,  will  ne'er  t  ome  hime,  To  bless  us  a'  wi'  his 


blythesoine  e'e;    O  never  mair  will  he  lift  the  beuk,  And  raise  to  heav'n  the|>salmo- 


pipes 


diej     O  never  mair  will  he  lift  t  ic  beuk,  And  raise  to  heav'n  the  |>salmt>dic! 


m 


i 


They've  slain  thy  Father,  my  dear  lo'ed  bairn! 

Tlrty'vc  slain  him  down  in  yon  bonnie  lea, 
While   he- was  lifting  his  voice  to  heaven. 

For  Scotland*!!  weal,  and  for  thee  and  me! 

f  listenM   lane,  '   listenM  late. 

For-  the  voire  sae  sweet  and  sac  dear  to  me! 
While  thou  my  bairn,  like  an  Angel  slept, 

And  the  tear  stood  glistening  in  my  e'e. 

I  listened   lang,   and   I  listened  late, 

For  the  voice  sae  sweet  -and  sae  dear  to  mej 
Rut   saif 'Sny  heart   foreboded,    and  said, 

Thy  Father,  my  bairnie,  thou'lt   never  see. 

For  weel   1    ken'd    o'  |>uir   Scotland's  wrang, 
An'  a*  the  tru'lt    and   the   treat  herie! 

And  the  ban'  and  the  sword  that  was  lifted  ny , 
Dooming-  the  righteous  a'   to  die! 


*        #         *        *        *       *        *  * 
******  * 
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vrv.  a'v'ekf.  hlyi'hf  a-Std  merry  short  ,st.a-£, 


Slow. 


Air,  The  bonnie  Laddie  ayont  tlie  sea. 


"We  d'  wt  re  hlyllic  and  merry  short  sync,  Bly  thc  bly  the  and  men  y  01  r  hill  and 


5 


lea,  And  Scotland  was  to  our  hearts  sac  leal,  The  hon-nLest  place  in  a'  Oirist-en-die 


A  white,  white  rose,  grew  on  yf>n  hill  tap, 
The  fairest  flower  in  a'  C'hristcndie} 

It    was    a'   for    a    larlHic   wlia    was    to  come 
In    a    bonnie   boat    Irac  yont    the  sea. 

0  lang-   I    look'd    frae   yon    hill  tap, 

For    the   bonnie    laddie  ayont    the  sea; 

1  tented    the    leaves    o'    the    white,  white    rose,  * 

To    twine   a  wreath    lor    the    laddie's  brec  . 

The   wind    blew    south,   and   the   wind   blew  north, 
It   brought    the,  laddie   Irae  yont     the  sca^- 

Rut    the  white,  white    rose,  it   has   wither'd  syne, 
Its  leaves    lie   scatter 'd    upon    the    lea . 

The  bonnie  white  rose  has  wither'd  sync, 
It's   leaves    lye    scatterd    upon    the  lea, 

And  the  bonnie  laddie,  wtia  cam  to  wear't, 
Daur  na    bide   in    his    ain  countric. 

I'll   (father   the    leaves    o'    the    bonnie   white  rose, 
And  dew  the  buds  wi'    my    watery.  eV, 

111    keep    them    a'    for    the    laddie's  sake, 
The  bonnie    laddie    ayont    the  sea. 

A  bonnie    bird    sits    on  yon    hill  tap, 

It    sing's    a'  the    simmers   day  to  me, 
.  „  ...» 

I  rare    na    for    the    bonnie  birds    sat>t>  , 

For    I    think    on    the    laddie    ayont    the  sea. 

A  bonnie    bird    sits    on  yon   bill  tap, 

It    sinys    a1   the    simmers    day  to  me, 

Rut    <•'",  t-'.itv   its     sany    could    wyle    him   bat  k, 
The' bonnie    laddie    ayont    the  sea. 

At  e'en    I  sit   on   yon    hill  tap, 

And  aye  1  look  nuf  o'er  the -sea, 
ror    oh,  yin    I     saw     tin     bonnie  boat, 

*****  ''**### 
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LOWLY  M 

Air,  Gowd  in  G-ow  |icns  . 


Moderately 
S 1  ow,wit  li 
Kxpressioi, 


I've  seen  the  li_ly  of   the  wold;    I've  seen  the  opening'  ma_ri_ 


I — 1 — T^- 

-  gold,  Their 

^  f  •'' f  ~ 

fair-est  hues  at  morn  u 
I  S  m—t-0  1 

n_fold;  But  fa 
,  f-  r-1—f 

ir_er  is  my  IV 

~t~i 

[a_r 

y.  How 

t —  

V*   l- 

r       r  •  1  r   r  r  •  J  'J-  *  7 


sweet  the  fringe  of   mountain    burn.  With   op'ning  flow'rs  at   Spring's  re_ 


f, 


turn!  How  sweet  the  scent  of  flowLry  thorn!  But  sweeter  is    my    Ma  — ry. 

fe 


If 


P  &# 


•  • 


r  


Her  heart  tv.  gentle,  warm,  and  kind; 
Her  form's  not  fairer  than   her  mind; 
Two  sister  beauties  ra-rely  joind, 

But  joinM  in  lovely  Mary. 
As   music   from   the  distant  steep, 
As  starlight  on  the  silent  deep. 
So  are  my  passions   I  u  I  I'd  asleep 

Rv    love  for   fconftie  Mai). 


K 


103 

The  last  of  The  sTvaeTs. 


With 
Melancholy 
Expression; 


yip ji j  j. MLtau  j  f.iij  u 


The  last  of  the  Stuarts  lias  sunk  in  the  grave,  And  their  name  and  their 


gig 


-4  r  r  r  'rt^-  r  1 1  r 


lin  —  eaye  is  gone:    And  the  land  of  the  stranger        a    rest.ing   place  gave  To 


if  r  f ']   r  r  r- 


0 1  • 


him  that  was  heir  to   a    throne.       But  the   noon    of   their    glo  — ry  was 


i  U  '-LIT 


±  r    r  r 


IS  I* 


i  m  rrn  r  r 


soon  overspread,  And  their  sun  he  grew  dark  with  dismay;     And  the  clouds  of  mis  _ 


fortune  hung-  o_ver  their  head,,  Till    their   Sceptre  had   van—isl'd  a_w  a>  . 


f-f  ^  r    r-  r 


No  more   for  their  cause    shall   the  trumpet  he  blown, 

Nor  their  followers  crowd,  to  the  fields 
Their    hopes   were  all    wrecked     when  CtlllOlWll    was  won, 

And  the  fate  of  th«-ir  destiny  seald. 
fold,  cold   is  «hat    heart   whi<  h    could   stand  o'er  his  jfrave. 

Nor  think  ol   their  fate   with    a    s t |T h , 
Tlut    the   glory  of    kings,  c>ik<    -t  w  r<  i  W   Front  th<    ^  ..  *  .  , 

Hire  lone  ami   deserted   must  lie. 
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GOOD    .YIGH7'   .4  .V  yoV  B  F.    WT  YOU  jf. 


The  year  is  weari^  to  the  wane,  An1  day  is    la —  din1  west 


Jl'Jlj-.J'Uf.UUUUtJ'1  Jl' 


wa1  L.otid  raves  the  torrent  an'  the  rain, A n' dark  the  cloud  comes  flow  n  the  thaw. 


if 


T 

But  let  the  tempest  tout  an1  blaw,  TT— poit  liis  loud  —  est    win  — tcr    liorn,  Good 


I'd 

4= 

I* 

1—2 — • 

 f 

ight  joy  he  «i'  yon  a',  "We1!!    may— he  meet    a  —  gain   the  morn 


33= 


<)  we  hae  wander'd  far  an'  wide, 

Oer  Scotia's  land  of  firth  an1  fell, 
An'  mony  a  simple  flower  we've  cull'd, 

An'  twined  them  wf  the  heather— l>ell : 
We've  ranged  the  dingle  an' the  dell, 

The  hamlet  an'  the  baron's  ha', 
Now  let  us  tak  a  kind  farewell, 

Good   night  an'  joy  he  wi*  you  a'. 

Vc  hae  been  kind  as  1  was  keen, 

And  follow'd  where  I  led  the  way, 
Till  ilka  poet's  lore  weVe  seen 

Ol  this  an'  mony  a  former' day. 
If  e'er  I  led  your  steps  astray 

Forgie  your  minstrel  anre  for  a' 
A  tear  fa's  wi'  his  parting  lay 

Good  night  an'  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

KND    OF    VOLUME  SIXTH. 


